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1996  Literary  Contest  Winners 


Non-Fiction 

First  Place  His  Own  Hand  Mim  Locke 3 

Second  Place  False  Positive  Barbara  Lewis 7 

Third  Place  Trolleyman  With  Cut  Leg  Delta  O'Hara 9 

Honorable  Mention  Don’t  Look  Down  E.  Eastman 14 

Honorable  Mention  Naked  God  John  Horan 15 

Honorable  Mention  Mavis’ Back  Yard  Eileen  Malone 16 

Fiction 

First  Place  Playgrounds  C.  E.  Shue 4 

Second  Place  A Little  Arc  Bill  Carty 6 

Third  Place  Telling  Stories  Stephanie  Rapp 8 

Honorable  Mention  Miss  Ford’s  Fan  Club  Rayne  Reynolds  10 


Honorable  Mention  That  Night  I Had  a Dream  John  Teall 11 

Honorable  Mention  Wild  Heart  Andrea  N.  Rubin  12 

Honorable  Mention  Happiness  Al  Ujcic 17 

Poetry 

First  Place  Boxcar  at  the  Holocaust  Museum  Susan  Terris 5 

Second  Place  To  a Don  Juan  Zack  Rogow 6 

Third  Place  Forbidden  Fruit  Barbara  Lewis 8 

Honorable  Mention  Piglet  Mind  PaulWatsky 10 

Honorable  Mention  Human  Remains  Jane  Ellen  Rubin 13 

Honorable  Mention  The  Therapeutic  Hour  Nancy  Sully 14 

Honorable  Mention  TV  Mary  L.  R.  Johnson 15 

Honorable  Mention  Story  With  No  Words  Linda  Elkin 16 


Special  advertising  section  begins  on  page  19. 


From  The  Editors 


Inspired  Writing 


he  Noe  Valley  Voice  received  more  than  250  entries  in  our  1996  Literary  Contest  — all  with  heartstrings  attached.  This  year’s 
V — stories,  poems,  and  essays  were  particularly  touching,  and  covered  the  emotional  spectrum  from  humorous  anecdotes  on 
raising  kids  to  moving  tributes  to  mentors  and  loved  ones  who  had  died.  The  judges  in  the  fiction  and  non-fiction  categories  were  Voice 
writers  Jim  Christie,  Denise  Minor,  and  Jane  Underwood.  Poet  Steve  Bosque  and  Voice  co-publishers  Sally  Smith  and  Jack  Tipple  read 
the  poems  and  passionately  traded  their  favorites.  Readers  also  included  neighbors  and  colleagues,  family  and  friends  — anyone  willing 
to  “listen  to  this!”  Thanks  also  to  the  Noe  Valley  merchants  who  contributed  gift  certificates  to  this  year’s  prize  money:  Jim  Carroll  of 
Carroll’s  Books:  Nicky  Salan,  proprietor  of  Cover  to  Cover  Booksellers;  and  Kate  Rosenberger,  owner  of  Phoenix  Books  and  Records.  The 
Voice  appreciates  their  support,  and  that  of  the  hundreds  of  advertisers  who  grace  the  pages  of  the  Summer  Literary  Issue  as  well  as  our 
regular  news  edition.  We  know  this  literary  venture  would  not  exist  without  them,  nor  would  it  thrive  without  you,  dear  reader  (and 
writer).  To  celebrate  its  publication,  please  join  us  at  a reading  and  reception  for  the  winning  writers  on  Friday,  Aug.  9,  starting  at  7:30 
p.m.,  at  Carroll’s  Books,  1 193  Church  St.  We  hope  you  are  as  inspired  as  we  were.  — Sally  Smith  and  Jack  Tipple 


LITERARY  ISSUE  CONTRIBUTORS 


Fiction 

Bill  Carty,  "A  Little  Arc,  ” Second  Place 
Originally  from  Connecticut,  Bill  Carty  is  a 
visual  artist  and  writer  who  has  lived  in  the 
Mission  District  for  20  years.  "A  Little  Arc”  is 
part  of  a work-in-progress,  a string  of  inter- 
weaving vignettes  about  the  life  of  a neighbor- 
hood. Mr.  Carty  also  writes  music  reviews  for 
Front  Row  Critics  Circle. 

Stephanie  Rapp,  " Telling  Stories,  " 

Third  Place 

Born  in  Brooklyn  and  raised  with  her  twin 
sister  in  Springville.  N.Y.,  Stephanie  Rapp 
moved  to  San  Francisco  in  1983.  She  is  a con- 
sultant specializing  in  international  nonprofits 
and  was  director  of  the  United  Nations’  50th 
birthday  celebration  in  San  Francisco  last  year. 
She  completed  her  masters  thesis  in  crcarive 
writing  at  San  Francisco  State  University  in 
July,  “just  under  the  seven-year  limit.” 

Rayne  Reynolds,  "Miss  Ford's  Fan  Club,  " 
Honorable  Mention 
Native  San  Franciscan  Rayne  Reynolds  is  a 
self-described  scooter  girl  and  working  stiff. 

She  is  currently  finishing  Never  Buy  Socks  in 
a Bar,  a memoir  of  her  beatnik  printer  dad’s 
battle  with  cancer,  and  Coopers  Last  Stand, 
a screenplay  about  a shoeshine  man  caught  up 
in  a spur-of-the-moment  bank  robbery.  “Miss 
Fords  Fan  Club"  was  inspired  by  a conversa- 
tion with  an  old  friend  that  forced  her  to 
confess  a secret  fascination  with  obituaries, 
“those  damnable  square  inches  of  print  that 
are  supposed  to  sum  up  an  entire  life." 

Andrea  N.  Rubin,  "Wild Heart," 
Honorable  Mention 

Richmond  District  resident  Andrea  Rubin  was 
born  and  raised  in  Wickford.  R.l.  She  grad- 
uated from  Middlebury  College  in  Vermont 
with  a degree  in  Russian,  and  has  been  writing 
short  stories  since  she  was  a young  girl.  This  is 
Ms.  Rubins  first  published  work  since  a story 
that  appeared  in  Middlebury’s  literary  review 
during  her  college  years.  Although  a resident 
of  San  Francisco  for  seven  years,  she  still  con- 
siders herself  “a  New  England  girl  at  heart." 

C.  E.  Shue,  " Playgrounds , ” First  Place 
C.  E.  Shue  lives  in  Noe  Valley  with  her  hus- 
band and  1 2-month-old  daughter,  Ailie.  Ms. 
Shue  has  a B.A.  in  journalism  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  Southern  California,  and  has  been 
writing  short  stories  for  10  years.  Her  first  job 
was  “slinging  orange  juice  at  Disneyland,"  but 
she  has  also  worked  as  a bookstore  buyer  and  a 
marketing  coordinator  for  a San  Francisco 
publisher.  Her  stories  have  appeared  in  various 
literary  magazines,  including  Kingfisher  and 
The  Short  Story  Review.  She  writes  on  Thurs- 
days, the  one  day  a week  Ailie  is  at  day  care. 

John  Teall,  "That  Night  I Had  a 
Dream, " Honorable  Mention 
Writer  John  Teall  grew  up  in  San  Diego  and 
now  lives  in  the  Mission  District. 

Al  Ljcic,  "Happiness," Honorable 
Mention 

Al  Ujcic  is  a writer  and  artist  living  in  upper 
Noe  Valley.  He  is  a graduate  of  U.C.  Berkeley, 
and  a past  winner  of  a Phelan  Award  for  non- 
fiction prose.  His  family  is  originally  from 
Croatia,  which  he  plans  to  visit  this  fall.  An 
article  of  his  on  Dubrovnik  was  published  by 
The  San  Francisco  Examiner.  A collection  of 
his  watercolor  paintings  is  currently  on  display 
at  Mavericks  Coffee  House  on  Chenery  Street. 


Non-Fiction 

E.  Eastman,  "Don't  Look  Down,  ” 
Honorable  Mention 
Noe  Valley  resident  E.  Eastman  has  been  a 
physical  therapist  for  22  years  for  UCSF- 
Mt.  Zion  Home  Care  Agency.  For  genera- 
tions, the  first  sons  in  his  family  had  been 
named  “Ellery  Eastman.”  E.’s  father,  disliking 
his  first  name,  broke  with  tradition  by  naming 
his  son  simply  “E.”  Mr.  Eastman  has  just 
completed  a children's  picture  book  called 
Butnblehna,  about  an  overweight  bumble  bee, 
which  he  is  submitting  to  publishers. 

John  Horan,  "Naked  God,  ” 

Honorable  Mention 
John  Horan  lives  in  Walnut  Creek  with  his 
wife,  Michelle,  and  their  two  daughters, 
7-year-old  Megan  and  2-year-old  Natalie.  He 
was  inspired  to  begin  writing  in  1985  while 
helping  a poet  friend  edit  poetry.  When  he 
tried  “Naked  God”  out  on  his  San  Francisco 
writers  group,  the  members  laughed  so  hard 
they  urged  him  to  take  it  on  the  road.  The 
piece  is  his  first  published  work. 

Barbara  Lewis,  "False  Positive,  ” 

Second  Place 

Barbara  Lewis  is  an  editor  for  PC  World  maga- 
zine. She  also  “walks  tightropes,  builds 
bridges,  and  serves  as  a simultaneous  inter- 
preter in  the  Noe  Valley  home  she  shares 
with  her  husband,  Bob,  and  their  two  dachs- 
hunds, Suzy  and  Abba.  The  winner  of  two 
prizes  this  year  (she  also  won  third  place  in 
poetry  for  “Forbidden  Fruit"),  Barbara  Lewis 
says  next  year  she’s  “going  for  the  gold  in  the 
Exquisitely  Sensitive  Lightly  Disguised  Auto- 
biographical Fiction  category.” 

Mim  Locke,  " His  Own  Hand, " 

First  Place 

Mim  Locke  lives  and  works  at  the  Martin  de 
Porres  soup  kitchen  in  the  Mission  District. 

She  reveals  that  on  Jan.  1,  1994,  having  per- 
fected her  recipe  for  20  gallons  of  oatmeal,  she 
made  the  decision  to  set  aside  one  day  a week 
for  writing.  “The  ’some  day’  that  I was  going 
to  begin  writing  had  finally  arrived." 

Eileen  Malone,  "Mavis'  Back  Yard,  ” 
Honorable  Mention 

Colma  resident  Eileen  Malone  considers  her- 
self primarily  a poet,  although  she  continues 
to  achieve  success  as  a non-fiction  writer.  Her 
book,  The  Complete  Guide  to  Writers'  Groups, 
Workshops  and  Conferences,  was  published  by 
John  Wiley  & Sons,  Inc.,  this  summer.  She 
will  be  interviewed  by  America  Online  in  the 
writers'  chat  room  on  Aug.  6,  6 to  7 p.m. 


Delta  O’Hara,  "Trolleyman  With  Cut 
Leg,  ” Third  Place 

Delta  O’Hara’s  chapbook  titled  Cabaret  Notr 
was  recently  published  by  Zeitgeist  Press  in 
Berkeley.  In  San  Francisco  it  is  available  at 
Modern  Times  Bookstore  on  Valencia  Street 
and  Bound  Together  Book  Collective  on 
Haight  Street.  In  addition  to  being  a writer, 
Ms.  O’Hara  is  a singer  in  search  of  a cabaret 
piano  player. 

Poetry 

Linda  Elkin,  "Story  With  No  Words,  ” 
Honorable  Mention 
Glen  Park  resident  Linda  Elkin  is  the  co- 
founder  of  Writing  Circles  For  Women,  and 
has  been  teaching  writing  classes  in  San  Fran- 
cisco and  the  East  Bay  since  1991.  She  was 
also  an  Isadora  Duncan  dancer  for  20  years, 
and  has  lived  in  San  Francisco  since  1978. 
Two  of  Ms.  Elkin’s  poems  have  recently  been 
accepted  for  publication,  one  in  the  Santa  Fe 
Sun  newspaper,  and  another  in  Spillway,  a 
Los  Angeles  poetry  magazine. 

Mary  L.  R.  Johnson,  "TV," 

Honorable  Mention 

Mary  Johnson  lives  and  writes  poetry  in  Taos, 
N.M.  She  resided  in  San  Francisco  from  1963 
to  1971,  and  again  from  1978  to  1980.  But 
she  fell  in  love  with  Taos  while  on  vacation 
in  1953.  and  knew  then  that  she  would  one 
day  settle  there.  Her  poetry  collection  titled 
Comets  and  Cornelians  was  published  in  1989, 
and  she  has  had  poems  included  in  both  a 
New  Mexico  poetry  anthology  and  a national 
poetry  anthology.  She  is  currently  working 
on  a memoir. 

Barbara  Lewis,  "Forbidden  Fruit,  ” 

Third  Place 

Barbara  Lewis  is  a winner  in  both  the  poetry 
and  non-fiction  categories  this  year.  A brief 
biography  appears  in  the  non-fiction  section. 

Zack  Rogow,  "To  a Don  Juan,  ” 

Second  Place 

Zack  Rogow  is  an  editor  and  teacher  in  the 
School  of  Education  at  U.C.  Berkeley.  He 
and  his  wife,  Anne  Sachs,  have  two  daughters 
and  have  lived  in  Noe  Valley  for  nine  years. 

Mr.  Rogow 's  translation  of  the  George  Sand 
novel  Horace  was  published  in  1995.  BABRA, 
the  Bay  Area  Book  Reviewers  Association, 
gave  him  a special  award  in  1996  for  his 
translation  work. 


1996  Voice  Reading  and  Reception 

Come  congratulate  the  writers  at  a reception  and  reading  of  the 
winning  poetry,  fiction,  and  nonfiction  in  our  1996  Literary  Contest 

Friday,  August  9,  7:30  p.m. 

Carroll  s Books,  1193  Church  Street  at  24th 
647-3020 

Neighborhood  residents  and  merchants,  and  all  Voice  contributors 

past,  present,  and future  — are  invited  to  attend. 

<e> 
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1021  Sanchez  Street 
San  Francisco.  CA  94114 


The  Noe  Valley  Voice  is  an  independent  news- 
paper published  monthly  except  in  January.  It  is 
distributed  free  in  Noe  Valley  and  vicinity,  on  or 
before  the  first  Wednesday  of  the  month.  Sub- 
scnptions  are  available  at  a cost  of  SI  5 per  year 
($9  for  seniors)  by  writing  to  the  above  address. 

Hie  August  1996  edition  is  the  second  annual 
Summer  Literary  Issue,  featuring  the  top-winning 
fiction,  essays,  and  poetry  in  our  1996  Literary 
Contest.  For  future  issues,  the  Voice  welcomes 
your  letters,  story  ideas,  and  manuscripts,  in- 
cluding news,  essays,  poetry,  and  fiction.  All  such 
items  should  include  your  name,  address,  and 
phone  number,  and  may  be  edited  for  brevity  or 
clarity.  (Unsigned  letters  to  the  editor  will  not  be 
considered  for  publication.)  Unsolicited  contri- 
butions will  be  returned  only  if  accompanied  by 
a self-addressed,  stamped  envelope. 

Editorial  Office:  (415)  821-3324 
E-mail:  jaxvoice@aol.com 
Web  site:  www.noevalleyvoice.com 

Distribution:  Misha  Yagudin,  752-1726 
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Jane  Ellen  Rubin,  "Human  Remains,  ” 
Honorable  Mention 

Lifelong  New  Yorker  Jane  Ellen  Rubin  moved 
to  San  Francisco  a year  ago,  after  accepting  a 
position  as  executive  director  of  the  San  Fran- 
cisco Ethics  Commission.  She  loves  New  York 
but  finds  San  Francisco  "friendlier  and  easier 
to  navigate."  Ms.  Rubin  is  a longtime  writer 
of  fiction,  essays,  and  poetry,  and  her  works 
have  appeared  in  several  literary  magazines. 
She  laughingly  refers  to  herself  as  “a  bureau- 
crat by  day  and  poet  by  night.” 

Nancy  Sully,  "The  Therapeutic  Hour,  ” 
Honorable  Mention 

Nancy  Sully,  who  lives  and  works  in  Palo  Alto, 
says  she  “inserted  the  word  ‘poetry’  for  chil- 
dren’ some  years  ago  when  the  latter  grew  up 
and  moved  away.”  Ms.  Sully  has  published 
poems  in  numerous  journals,  including  Mala- 
hai  Review,  Southwest  Review,  Matrix,  Crone 
Chronicles,  and  Convolvulus. 

Susan  Terris,  "Boxcar  at  the  Holocaust 
Museum, " First  Place 
San  Francisco  resident  Susan  Terris  has  been 
writing  fiction  and  poetry  for  20  years.  Her 
recent  works  include  Author!  Author! and  Nell's 
Quilt,  both  by  Farrar,  Straus  & Giroux,  and 
Killing  in  the  Comfort  Zone,  published  by 
Pudding  House  Press.  Ms.  Terris’  poetry  has 
appeared  in  The  Antioch  Review.  Calyx,  Iowa 
Woman,  Poet  & Critic,  and  The  Spoon  River 
Poetry  Review,  among  other  journals  and  pub- 
lications. She  is  currently  completing  a poetry 
collection  titled  Wedges  of  Parallel  Time. 

Paul  Watsky,  " Piglet  Mind, " Honorable 
Mention 

A San  Francisco  resident  since  1979,  Paul 
Watsky  is  a clinical  psychologist  specializing 
in  Jungian  analysis.  He  also  has  a Ph.D.  in 
English  literature  from  the  State  University 
of  Buffalo,  and  taught  for  five  years  in  the 
English  Department  at  San  Francisco  State. 

Dr.  Watsky  says  he  became  his  own  analyst 
four  years  ago  to  overcome  a creative  block. 

He  has  been  writing  regularly  ever  since.  His 
poetry  has  appeared  recendy  in  The  Cream 
City  Review  and  Modem  Haiku. 
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First  Place  Non-Fiction 

<$> 

His  Own  Hand 

Mim  Locke 


Y FATHER’S  script 
is  buoyant.  The 
tops  of  Is,  t's,  and  d’s  balloon  up  to  the 
horizon  beyond.  G’s.j's,  and  as  well 
as  the  more  sedate  p’s  and  fs,  swoop 
down  and  lasso  the  letters  below.  All 
the  remaining  letters,  the  vowels  and 
stemless  consonants,  provide  a uni- 
form wavy  sea  for  the  elliptical  diving 
whales  and  the  sloops  in  full  sail  on  its 
surface  running  before  a southeasterly 
breeze.  There  are  straight  lines,  too, 
ruler  straight.  Long  slashing  muskets 
aimed  from  / to  t at  point-blank  range 
over  the  crests  of  the  waves.  I find  his 
handwriting  pleasing  to  look  at  but  at 
times  unreadable.  A full  page  of  it  puts 
me  in  mind  of  a tapestry  or  needle- 
point, of  things  stitched  over. 

I have  two  samples  here  beside  me. 
The  first,  dated  May  2,  1943,  fills  half 
of  a dull  green  canvas-bound  log  book 


with  lecture  notes  from  Navy  Intelli- 
gence School.  The  opening  words  are 
Radar  Theory  and  Equipment.  The  sec- 
ond sample  is  a poorly  xeroxed  copy  of 
a note  written  on  November  19,  1 980. 
Its  last  words,  the  last  he  ever  wrote,  are 
P.  S.  I did  remember  to  water  your 
flowers.  Both  phrases  could  have  been 
written  on  the  very  same  day.  I can  de- 
tect no  change  in  the  hand. 

There  should  be  a difference.  So 
much  had  changed.  I scrutinize  the 
pages  like  a detective  searching  for 
clues.  I could  understand  better  if,  in 
the  later  one,  the  upper  loops  had  de- 
flated, like  dreams  empty  of  hope,  or  if 
the  lower  ones  had  tightened  like 
nooses.  But  I am  trying  too  hard.  They 
are  identical. 


/ love  you!  I’m  reading  backwards 
from  the  end  of  the  final  note.  The 
lines  are  sure,  not  shaky.  How  can  this 
be?  But  for  you  I would  not  have  made 
it  this  far  is,  if  anything,  a little  bolder, 
less  cramped  than  Receiver  is  wired  into 
the  upper  vertical  deflector  plate,  written 
37  years  earlier  by  a young  man  prepar- 
ing for  war. 

Shouldn’t  those  parting  words  car- 
ry within  them  the  shape  of  his  despair? 
This  must  not  be,  for  their  shapes  are 
round  and  full,  the  weather  still  fair. 

I continue  reading  the  note  in  re- 
verse, comparing  it  to  the  log,  sleuth- 
ing for  hidden  indications  of  guilt  or 
pain.  / could  live  with  you  forever  but  not 
with  myself  any  longer  differs  in  no  per- 
ceivable way  from  Radar  picks  up  many 
types  of  false  contacts,  e.g,  white-caps  up- 
wind look  much  like  a ship  contact  but 
will  always  maintain  position  no  matter 
how  much  you  change  course  and  speed. 

He  was  good  at  hiding  things. 
Only  we  who  were  close  to  him  had 
any  inkling  of  his  torment,  his  drink- 
ing, his  dark  moods.  From  his  writing 
alone  one  could  easily  judge  him  to  be 
a sensual,  open,  gregarious  man.  He 
wasn’t,  although  he  worked  hard  at 
giving  that  impression.  I had  always 
thought  handwriting  was  supposed  to 
reveal  things  about  us  that  we  were  in- 
capable of  hiding,  but  I’m  not  so  sure 
anymore. 


My  father  did  some  unthinkable 
things  in  his  life — things  that  puzzle 
me  far  more  than  the  immutability  of 
his  handwriting  but  which  add  im- 
measurably to  its  mystery.  Shouldn’t 



/ have  two  samples  here 
beside  me.  The  first,  dated 
May  2,  1943,  fills  half  of 
a dull  green  canvas-bound 
log  book  with  lecture  notes 
from  Navy  Intelligence 
School.  The  second  is  a 
poorly  xeroxed  copy  of  a 
note  written  on  November 
19,  1980.  Its  last  words  are 
“P.S.  I did  remember  to 
water  your  flowers.  ” 


the  choices  a person  makes  change  the 
shape  of  his  words?  Like  the  lines  knit 
into  our  aging  faces,  shouldn’t  the  let- 
ters we  form  to  say  goodbye  reflect  the 
way  we  met  the  world?  Or,  like  the 
white-caps  in  my  father’s  war  notes,  do 
they  always  maintain  their  shape  no 
matter  how  we  change?  Perhaps  the 
answer  is  that  he  never  changed,  he  just 
acquired  more  things  to  hide. 

Using  all  these  standards  and  a 
well-trained  crew,  firing  should  occur 
five  seconds  after  fire  when  ready.  ’ 

/ wish  it  could  be  otherwise. 
Sweetheart  <j> 


* jft/to/e  y yaft/t > 

The  photos  on  the  front 
cover  and  throughout  the 
literary  pages  of  this  edition 
of  the  Noe  Valley  Voice  are  by 
Noe  Valley  photographer 
Pamela  Gerard.  They  have  been 
drawn  from  three  series,  titled 
Religious  Icons,  Mysterious 
Landscapes,  and  Childhood 
Memories.  Pamela  is  currendy 
at  work  on  a series  called 
Double  Happiness. 
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Playgrounds 


C.  E.  Shue 


HE  PLAYGROUND  IS  empty 
today  because  of  the  rain.  It  is 
the  first  rain  of  the  season  and  it  has  come 
with  a vengeance — thunder,  lightning:  the 
works.  The  water,  relentless,  threatens  to 
flood  the  playground  swimming  pool  as 
well  as  the  basketball  court  and  baseball 
field.  The  swings  rust  and  the  jungle  gym 
is  bare,  deserted  by  the  children  like  trees 
deserted  by  their  leaves  in  winter. 

The  rain  has  driven  everyone  indoors, 
including  my  roommate,  Peter.  He  is  in  the 
living  room  making  a “pretty  little  village.” 
The  “pretty  little  village”  is  a cut-out,  fold- 
along-the-dotted-lines,  paste-up  book  that 
he  bought  at  a museum.  Peter  goes  to  a lot 
of  museums.  He  works  at  a bookstore.  "I 
like  places  where  I can  see  things,"  he  says. 

Peter  holds  the  book  up  for  me  to  see. 
It  has  an  old-fashioned  drawing  of  two 
rosy-cheeked,  golden-haired  children  play- 
ing with  a completed  village.  “Pretty  neat, 
huh?"  Peter  inquires. 

“Huh,"  I reply.  “Where  are  you  going 
to  put  it?” 

“Those  empty  shelves."  he  answers, 
gesturing  behind  him.  "I  thought  it  would 
look  nice  there."  All  Peters  building  mate- 
rials— Elmer’s  glue,  school  scissors,  damp 
sponge,  newspaper  — are  neatly  arranged 
on  the  table  within  easy  reach. 

“In  the  living  room,”  I say  slowly, 
hoping  I'm  wrong.  “In  the  living  room 
where  people  can  see  it." 

The  table  Peter  is  working  on  wobbles 
every  time  thunder  rolls  through  the  apart- 
ment. Phis  is  because  the  walls  are  thin  and 
the  table  isn’t  really  a table  at  all,  but  a door 
he  has  attached  legs  to.  It  is  nice  and  long, 
but  dangerous  to  put  a full  cup  of  coffee  on. 

“Well  yeah.  John,"  Peter  says  irritably. 
"That’s  the  whole  point — to  be  able  to  see 
it.”  Peter  has  bushy  brown  hair  and  light 
green  eyes  that  tend  to  look  through  things. 
He  looks  through  me  for  a moment,  then 
goes  back  to  the  house  he  is  working  on. 

I frown  and  look  out  the  rain-spat- 
tered window  at  the  playground  across  the 
street.  I’m  not  sure  I like  the  idea  of  a vil- 
lage on  my  shelves,  no  matter  how  pretty. 
An  old  man  in  a blue  wool  shirt  and  no  hat 
wades  across  the  basketball  court.  The  rain 
pelts  him  like  insults.  Two  pairs  of  black 
hightops  and  a pair  of  work  boots  have 
been  lynched  on  the  tangle  of  power  lines 
that  cut  across  the  sky. 

I decide  to  reserve  judgment  on  the 
village. 

IT  TAKES  HIM  a few  days  to  finish  the 
village,  but  it  is  worth  it,  even  I have  to 
admit. 

Here  on  Main  Street,  we’ll  have  the 
Church,  the  Fire  Station,  the  School  House, 
and  the  Mercantile,”  Peter  says,  lining 
them  up  in  a semicircle.  He  puts  several 
traditional  houses  in  a residential  area  on 
the  top  two  shelves  and  the  Wrong  Side  of 
the  Tracks  (Boarding  House,  Saloon)  on 
the  lowest  shelf. 

“There,”  he  says,  adjusting  the  Board- 
ing House.  “The  itinerant  workers  and 
traveling  salesmen  can  stay  here  and  go  to 
the  Saloon  for  whiskey  and  poker.  I would 
have  made  a great  urban  planner." 

The  rain  shows  no  sign  of  letting  up. 
The  playground  sandbox  has  turned  into  a 
pit  of  quicksand,  ready  to  swallow  up  any 
stray  cats  slinking  about  in  the  wet  weather. 


The  grayness  of  the  skies  has  dripped  into 
everything  like  some  insidious  fungus.  Fire 
escapes  stitch  the  buildings  together. 
“Okay,"  I concede.  “The  village  can  stay." 

Peter  looks  at  me  as  though  this  were 
a foregone  conclusion. 

One  good  thing  about  the  rain  is  that 
the  gang  that  usually  hangs  out  at  the  play- 
ground has  had  to  congregate  elsewhere. 
When  we  first  moved  in,  they  would  stand 
across  the  street  and  stare  at  us  whenever 
we  went  in  or  out.  “Too  many  white  folk 
cornin’  in,"  they  would  comment  as  we 
got  into  my  beat-up  Volkswagen.  Peter 
wouldn’t  say  a word  as  I dropped  him  off 
at  the  bookstore  on  my  way  to  school. 

At  first  I couldn’t  sleep  because  I could 
hear  them  talking  and  laughing  outside  my 
bedroom  window  late  into  the  night.  The 
little  girl  next  door  told  me  that  they  had 
caught  a fag  on  their  turf  once.  They  tied 
him  up,  she  said,  then  threw  him  into  the 
pool  at  the  playground.  I couldn’t  sleep  for 
wondering  if  the  laughter  1 heard  each 
night  was  the  same  laughter  the  man  heard 
as  he  tried  to  keep  his  head  above  water. 
Maybe  the  story  was  just  that,  a story,  but 
I couldn’t  tell. 

After  a while  I got  used  to  the  sound 
of  their  voices.  It  became  a background 
noise,  a lullaby  to  fall  asleep  to  each  night. 

THE  NEXT  DAY  Peter  comes  home 
with  another  book.  “What  is  it  this 
time?"  I ask.  I am  making  macaroni  and 
cheese  for  dinner.  Generic. 

Peter  peers  into  the  pot  and  makes  a 

face. 

“Dinosaur  dioramas,"  he  says. 

“What?" 

"Dinosaur  dioramas,”  he  repeats. 

* Two,  in  fact.  One  for  the  Jurassic  Period 
and  one  for  the  Cretaceous  Period." 

I am  afraid  to  ask  the  next  question, 
but  I do  anyway.  "Where  are  the  dinosaurs 
going  to  live?” 

Peter  opens  the  refrigerator  and  takes 
out  a package  of  baloney  and  wheat  bread. 
“In  the  village.  It’s  too  empty."  He  rolls  a 
piece  of  meat  and  takes  a bite  of  bread. 
“What  about  people?"  I suggest. 


"What  about  them?"  From  the  tone  of 
his  voice  I know  that  Peter  has  considered 
having  people  in  his  village  and  rejected  the 
idea  as  inappropriate.  He  sits  on  the  door/ 
table  placidly  eating  his  baloney  and  bread, 
always  separately.  Then  he  makes  himself  a 
cup  of  instant  coffee,  forgets  about  the 
wobble,  wipes  the  spill  up  with  his  sponge. 
He  sits  down,  ready  to  work  on  his  dino- 
saurs. The  pot  of  macaroni  boils  over  onto 
the  stove. 

The  rain  continues.  The  radio  says 
that  people  are  sandbagging  their  houses 
by  the  shore.  The  bridge  is  closed,  causing 
a long  commute.  The  baseball  field  at  the 
playground  is  flooded  with  a foot  of  water. 

Peter  mentions  that  we  should  stock 
the  field  with  goldfish. 


At  first  I couldn't  sleep 
because  I could  hear  them 
talking  and  laughing 
outside  my  bedroom 
window  late  into  the 
night.  The  little  girl  next 
door  told  me  that  they 
had  caught  a fag  on 
their  turf  once. 


The  couple  next  door  are  having  an- 
other fight.  We  can  hear  them  quite  clearly, 
sharing  a common  wall  as  we  do.  “Slut!” 
the  husband  yells.  He  is  a junkie,  but  he’s 
very  cordial  when  I see  him  on  the  stair- 
well. He  always  says  hello  and  puts  my 
newspaper  on  the  doorstep  so  no  one  will 
steal  it.  “You  goddam  whore!" 

The  floor  quivers  from  their  pounding 
feet.  What  are  they  doing,  chasing  each 
other  around  over  there?  “I  can’t  take  it 
anymore!  I can’t!”  The  woman’s  voice  is 
high  and  eerie.  It  rises  to  storm-pitch. 
“Stop  it!  Give  me  the  car  keys,  I’m  getting 
out  of  here!  Don’t  you..." 

“Not  until  you...” 

The  sound  of  shattering  glass  and  the 
howl  of  wind  drowns  out  his  voice.  A door 
slams  and  it  is  silent. 

“Lord,”  Peter  mutters,  cutting  out  an 
Allosaurus. 

The  next  day  I have  to  step  over  the 
shards  of  broken  glass  on  my  way  to  school. 
The  manager  has  traveled  across  town  to 
put  in  a new  window.  I don’t  know  who 
called  him.  “Musta  been  the  storm,”  he 
says  pleasantly.  His  hair  is  sandy  and  his 


Carnival  Ride 


PAMELA  GERARD 


skin  looks  much  too  healthy  for  this  kind 
of  weather.  I just  nod,  smile,  and  continue 
down  the  stairs. 

Peter  is  delighted  with  the  dinosaurs. 
He  puts  the  plant  caters  on  Main  Street 
and  sets  the  carnivores  loose  in  the  resi- 
dential district.  I think  he’s  perverse  and  I 
tell  him  so. 

“Nature  overtakes  Civilization!"  he 
declares. 

“I  think  you’ve  got  it  backwards..." 

“God  emulates  Man!  Life  imitates  Art! 
Time  marches  backward!  Hallelujah!” 

Peter’s  creations  flood  our  apartment. 
The  Emerald  City  of  Oz  sits  under  the 
table  next  to  a medieval  village  and  a Chi- 
nese commune.  The  Taj  Mahal  graces  the 
toilet  tank  and  the  Space  Shuttle  flies  into 
anyone  coming  through  the  front  door.  An 
elegant  Japanese  pagoda  holds  a position 
on  the  linen  cabinet  and  the  Capitol  Build- 
ing presides  over  the  television.  A miniature 
Kremlin  sits  on  the  coffee  table.  A catapult 
that  really  works  is  aimed  at  the  back  door. 

The  little  girl  next  door  spends  an  in- 
creasing amount  of  time  at  our  place.  I 
don’t  think  she  ever  goes  to  school.  She 
likes  to  watch  Peter  build  things.  He  offers 
to  let  her  help,  but  she  rarely  does.  She  has 
limp  brown  hair  and  an  unsettling,  hard 
look  to  her  dark  eyes,  even  when  she 
smiles.  Her  name  is  Dolores,  but  Peter  and 
I call  her  Doc.  She  never  talks  about  play- 
ing with  other  children.  But  she  does  like 
my  macaroni  and  cheese. 

AND  STILL  THE  RAIN  FALLS.  Almost 
three  weeks  and  we  haven’t  seen  the 
sun.  Peter  makes  paper  models  of  Colum- 
bus’s three  ships,  the  Nina,  the  Pinta,  and 
the  Santa  Maria.  “Maybe  I’ll  make  the 
Titanic  next,”  he  laughs. 

Doe  knocks  on  our  door,  breathless 
with  the  news  that  a bike  has  been  stolen 
from  the  people  downstairs.  “They  know 
who  did  it,”  she  says  with  as  much  enthu- 
siasm as  I’ve  ever  seen  in  her.  “They  know 
and  I know  too." 

“Aren’t  they  going  to  call  the  police?” 

I ask. 

“Oh  no.  They're  gonna  give  'em  a 
chance  to  give  the  bike  back.  And  if  they 
don’t  get  it,  they’re  going  to  beat  the  guy 
up.” 

“But  they  should  let  the  police  handle 
it,”  I insist.  Doe  looks  at  me,  something 
close  to  contempt  pulling  at  the  corner  of 
her  mouth.  Peter  doesn’t  comment  one 
way  or  the  other. 

“Some  people  think  it  was  my 
brother,"  Doc  goes  on.  "But  it  wasn’t.  He 
only  breaks  into  cars  and  he  wouldn't  do  it 
around  here.  I mean,  he  //iwhere!” 

Peter’s  latest  project  is  a paper  globe. 
“If  I can’t  go  out  to  the  world,  I’m  going 
to  bring  the  world  in  to  me,"  he  says  stub- 
bornly. 

Doe  comes  over  a few  days  later,  eats 
Campbell’s  tomato  soup  with  me,  and 
watches  Peter  build  for  a while.  Then  she 
tells  me  that  the  bike  has  been  returned. 
“See?"  she  says  smugly. 

"That  was  fast,”  I reply.  Justice  is  swift. 
Then  she  has  to  go  back  to  her  own 
apartment.  It’s  Sunday;  the  day  Doe’s 
mother  makes  her  memorize  prayers. 

I COME  HOME  and  discover  the  door 
open.  Maybe  Peter  is  home  early,  I 
think.  Or  maybe  he  forgot  to  lock  it.  But 
no,  in  truth  we  have  been  robbed.  Some- 
one has  forced  the  back  door  open.  The 
catapult  did  no  good  without  someone 
there  to  operate  it.  I wander  through  the 
apartment  trying  to  figure  out  what  has 
been  taken.  The  stereo,  of  course.  And  the 
television,  cheap  as  it  was.  No  money — we 
didn’t  have  any.  The  watch  my  father  gave 
me.  Peter’s  guitar.  My  bike.  The  place  is  a 
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oxcar  at  the 

Assaulted  by  brick  and  steel,  my  sister  and  I cross 
the  glass  bridge  between  then  and  now,  touch 
Szumsk,  the  Polish  town 
our  grandparents  came  from,  walk  into 
Ejszyszki  Tower  eyeing  photo  doppelgangers 
of  relatives  we  call  the  monkey  aunts, 
of  an  uncle  who  couldn’t  skate  the  ’36  Olympics, 
of  our  parents,  ourselves. 

My  younger  sister  has  married  a Baptist,  raised 
children  who  don’t  believe  they  are  Jews; 
yet  she — riveted — is  moving  snail’s-pace. 

So  when  I come  upon  it,  I am  alone. 

It’s  an  old  red  cattle  car  like  those  from 
our  Missouri  childhood,  counted  as  they 
clacked  by  full  of  livestock 
due  for  slaughter.  But  this  one  is  different. 

To  avoid  passing  through,  I pretend 

to  examine  oxidized  razors,  forks, 

tea  strainers,  then  metal  instruments 

of  torture  which  up-close 

become  umbrella  frames.  I check  my  watch, 

consider  flight... 


* 


Holocaust  Museum 


...yet  as  I turn,  I see  my  sister 
by  the  boxcar  unwilling  to  enter.  Why  are 
we  here ? Hurrying  toward  her,  I move  past 
cart,  suitcases,  hat  boxes.  What  will  it  tell  us? 
For  a moment,  we  are  side  by  side,  aware  of 
primal,  physical  comfort.  Then  together 
we  step  in.  It  is  dark.  We  do  not 
speak.  After  50  years,  stench  still  saturates 
the  boards.  As  I inhale  it,  I feel  fingers 
tug  at  the  pleats  of  my  skirt, 
at  my  sweater,  my  hands.  Sweaty  heads 
I can’t  see  butt  me,  begging  for  refuge, 
those  who  would  not  have  been  spared: 
my  children,  my  sister’s  Mischling  children, 
my  own  Mischling  grandchildren. 

Suddenly,  a soprano  voice  echoes  around  us. 
Choo-choo.  Turning,  we  see  a boy-child 
havened  between  parents. 

He  smiles,  nods  sweetly,  beckoning  to  us  and  to 
the  invisible  hordes  pressed  close.  Choo-choo, 
he  repeats.  Choo-choo.  All  aboard. . . 

Susan  Terris 


Playgrounds  . . from  page  4 

disaster  area,  buildings  strewn  about  as  if 
an  earthquake  had  hit  and  me,  a victim  of 
shock,  wandering  through  the  debris. 

Peter  arrives  soon  after  and  I relate 
what  I have  discovered.  “I’ll  call  the  po- 
lice,” I tell  him. 

“Wait  a minute,”  Peter  says.  Then  he 
goes  into  the  living  room  and  looks  at  all 
the  buildings,  the  dinosaurs,  the  catapult. 
He  begins  to  pick  them  up,  his  eyes  and 
fingers  lingering  over  each  one. 

“Should  you  be  doing  that?”  I ask.  “I 
mean,  wont  it  make  it  harder  for  the  po- 
lice to  get  fingerprints  or  whatever?" 

Peter  ignores  me.  After  he  has  checked 
to  make  sure  everything  is  fixed,  he  sits  on 
the  table.  It  rocks  under  his  weight,  which 
is  not  much  weight  at  all. 

I hen  it  hits  me.  "Doe  will  know  who 
did  this,"  I say,  picking  up  the  receiver  to 
call  her,  even  though  she  is  right  next  door. 

No,  Peter  says,  pushing  the  button, 
cutting  the  connection.  “Don’t  ask  her. 
Don’t.” 

I look  at  him,  surprised.  “Don’t  you 
want  to  know  who  did  it?  Don’t  you  want 
to  get  our  stuff  back?" 

We  can  replace  all  that  stuff,”  he  says. 
He  sits  down  to  work  on  his  latest  toy,  a 
windmill  that  runs  on  solar  power.  “The 
store  sprung  a leak,"  he  continues.  “I  was 
able  to  salvage  some  books  from  the  kids’ 
section.  I'm  going  to  give  them  to  Doe.” 

From  across  the  street  I can  hear  the 
sound  of  a ball  bouncing  in  deep  water.  A 
small  boy  wearing  a ski  jacket,  knit  hat,  and 
mittens  is  shooting  baskets  in  the  rain.  $ 
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A Little  Arc 

Bill  Carty 


i/  //HEN  ONLY  A COO  remains 
Z'  Z'  of  the  cacophony  of  the 
family  day,  his  “little  birds  in  their  nests,” 
Granpa  repairs  to  his  milk  crate  on  the 
back  stairwell  by  the  roof,  his  little  piece  of 
personal  territory.  A cigar,  a Bustelo  coffee- 
can  ashtray,  a drink,  looking  west.  West  be- 
yond the  hills  where  the  sky  is  different, 
over  where  the  ocean  is,  ocean  of  travel  and 
mystery,  still  unretired  possibility.  On  the 
other  side  of  the  world  his  sun,  a descend- 
ing pink  ribbon,  stirs  a small  cat  awake,  as 
the  first  moonlight  feathers  Granpa’s  shoul- 
ders. He  smiles  to  think  how  once  the  sun 
set  only  for  him.  Now 
the  sky  and  ocean  and 
the  breathing  night  of 
sleep  hold  his  children 
and  theirs  and  the 
children  of  strangers. 

From  his  solitary 
perch  he  can  see  the 
treetops  and  the 
church  steeple  pas- 
tcllcd  by  the  waning 
sun  and  the  moons 
refrain.  It  is  the  same 
church  and  the  same 
purple  forever  moonlight  as  when  he  first 
kissed  his  little  Noelia  as  they  lay  in  the 
hushed  grass  of  the  night  cemetery  so 
many  years  ago.  among  the  cool  chalky 
stones,  bats  spinning  in  the  pines  and  the 
steeple  above.  The  sky  had  been  witness 
and  participant  in  their  innocent  joining, 
before  ceremonies  or  spoken  vows,  and  had 


been  theirs,  they  felt,  ever  since.  Though 
there  had  been  few  rockets  in  their  sky,  it  re- 
mained beautiful  without  embellishments. 
When  a newborn  was  taken  from  them  one 
night,  they  had  searched  for  sense  of  it  in 
the  placid  face  of  the  moon.  Their  faith 
told  them  there  must  be  a reason  and  with 
the  gradual  turn  of  the  earth  they  went  on. 

Today  Granpa  can  see  names  on 
tombstones;  he  understands  better  the 
comings  and  the  leavings  that  move  like  a 
breath,  a tide,  like  the  wheeling  sky  and  his 
own  journey.  On  that  cemetery  night  long 
ago  it  seemed  to  them  the  universe 
breathed  an  endless 
ocean  of  blue  pearly 
clouds  while  their 
shoulder  blades  drew 
them  down,  braided 
hands  containing  each 
other,  a constellation, 
lying  on  the  grassy 
crust  between  drown- 
ing and  flight. 

Now  Granpa  can 
almost  sense  Dona 
Noclia’s  breathing 
from  their  bed  inside. 
The  last  light  of  cigar  in  the  enfolding 
darkness,  glass  teacup  moon  tipping  west, 
he  remembers  how  they  had  pulsed  with 
discovery  and  release,  no  possibility  but 
silence,  turning  through  the  Milky  Way 
and  no  way  to  say  it.  <$> 


^ 

He  smiles  to  think  how 
once  the  sun  set  only  for 
him.  Now  the  sky  and 
ocean  and  the  breathing 
night  of  sleep  hold  his 
children  and  theirs  and  the 
children  of  strangers. 
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a Don  Juan 


I can  understand  why  you  gravitate  toward  horizontal 

striped  sweaters,  why  blond  tresses 

thrill  your  nostrils  with  aromas 

you  can’t  get  out,  why 

long  brown  legs  in  short  blue  shorts 

are  more  than  you  can  ignore. 

Am  I not,  too,  a mortal,  oh  Lysander? 

You  bet! 

I know  the  phenomenology  of  lust, 
the  first  time  when  the  lamp  jitters 
off  the  night  table, 
and  the  sheer  relief 

of  finally  admitting  all  that  tenderness, 

then  the  second  go-round 

under  the  blue  morning 

with  the  strange  clarity  of  new  lenses, 

and  next  the  maple  syrup 

and  the  music  tasting  so  sweet. 

From  time  to  time  I counted 

those  lovers  like  party-colored  beads  on  a chain 

but  each  one  was  after  all  a dream 

of  a life  together, 

and  the  day  came  soon  enough 

when  I could  no  longer  stand 

to  see  even  one  more  woman 

sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  bed, 

weeping  into  fingers  that  remembered  my  shape. 


Zack  Rogow 
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Second  Place  Non-Fiction 

« 

False  Positive 

Barbara  Lewis 


[/ [/  HAT  HAPPENS  when  you 
S'  r put  yourself  in  the  hands 
of  the  experts  and  find  yourself  in  a com- 
edy of  horrors? 

Exactly  20  years  ago,  in  the  mistaken 
belief  I had  cancer,  a surgeon  removed  my 
left  breast.  This  patchwork  of  reminis- 
cences follows  the  strange  twists  life  took 
after  that  event. 

Coming  To 

The  mound  of  bandages  pressing  on 
the  left  side  of  my  chest  provides  my  an- 
swer. But  it  feels  nicely  shaped,  like  a firm 
young  breast.  I am  in  no  pain. 

Unbeknownst  to  me,  the  surgeon  has 
spoken  with  Bob,  my  husband.  Things 
look  very  grave,  so  grave  that  any  prog- 
nosis must  await  results  of  the  microscopic 
examination.  Dr.  Watson,  the  pathologist 
who  performed  the  frozen  section,  is  com- 
pleting his  analysis.  I wake  to  find  Bob  sit- 
ting next  to  me.  Large  tears  roll  down  his 
cheeks.  I cry  in  response.  It  still  seems  un- 
real, but  I feel  brave.  I will  be  brave  for 
both  of  us. 

The  surgeon  appears  in  his  white  coat, 
tall  and  bespectacled,  silver  of  hair,  kindly 
of  mien.  “I  am  happy  to  be  able  to  revise 
the  earlier  assessment,”  he  says.  What  ear- 
lier assessment,  I think.  “What  initially  ap- 
peared as  cancer  in  the  lymph  nodes  is  now 
identifiable  as  inflammation.  The  affected 
tissue  was  confined  to  a circumscribed  area 
contained  entirely  within  the  breast.  1 be- 
lieve we  can  now  state  with  confidence  that 
you  are  99  percent  home  free.”  But  what 
about  the  other  1 percent?  Dr.  Watson  is 
reexamining  the  last  of  the  tissue. 



Through  the  warm 
haze  of  painkillers  I am 
cheerful  and  endlessly 
noble.  But  at  night  come 
dreams  of  rage. 


Everyone  treats  me  with  enormous 
kindness.  Its  not  at  all  like  the  time  in 
Michigan  when  I got  drunk  and  broke  my 
leg,  and  the  hospital  staff  greeted  me  with 
unsmiling  faces  while  ministering  tenderly 
to  the  tiny  ballerina  in  the  next  bed  who'd 
been  struck  by  a car.  Hey,  my  leg  hurt  too. 
But  now  I am  tended  to  with  infinite  con- 
cern. Friends  and  near-friends  from  dec- 
ades past  check  in,  wiring,  calling,  sending 

cards,  flowers,  and  thoughtful  gifts a 

basket  named  Beauty  Celebration  full  of 
scents  and  cosmetics.  Even  my  father  calls. 
Through  the  warm  haze  of  painkillers  I am 
cheerful  and  endlessly  noble.  But  at  night 
come  dreams  of  rage. 

White-Dog  Dream 

Xmastime  at  the  office,  work  staff 
shrunk.  We  leftovers  chat  aimlessly,  legs 
propped  up  on  desks.  Deraid  is  going  to 
Leslie's  for  dinner.  “Is  she  a good  cook?” 
Shed  BETTER  be!”  Through  the  door 
steps  F.  Scott  Fitzgerald,  immaculate  in  en- 
signs uniform.  His  eyes  bulge  slightly — I’d 
forgotten — Pekinese,  repellent,  moist  with 
expectation.  He  stands  silent,  gentlemanly, 
hat  shyly  in  hand.  Omigod!  He  thinks  I'm 
still  his  girl.  Mea  culpa!  All  mannerly,  I es- 
cort him  out  to  the  parking  lot,  edgy,  edgy, 


stalling  for  time.  A dog  shrieks  in  the  far 
corner  of  the  lot.  A man  approaches  from 
the  right,  holding  two  white  hooves  aloft  in 
one  hand.  Behind  him  a white  horse 
prances,  no,  a dog,  a white  Alsatian  rearing 
up  on  hind  legs,  front  paws  severed.  He 
staggers  after  a pickup  truck  he  can’t  jump 
into,  can’t  get  the  leverage  to  jump  without 
front  legs.  It’s  his  only  chance  for  safety,  but 
the  truck  can’t  wait. 

Rise  to  Power 

In  sixth  grade,  mean  fat  Bob  Kosh- 
garian  called  me  “big  tit,”  a compound  in- 
dignity since  I was  the  only  kid  in  class  who 
still  had  to  wear  leggings  and  galoshes.  By 
high  school  I felt  bountiful  rather  than 
grotesque  and  enjoyed  my  changed  status. 
The  yearbook  lists  “best  body"  and  “home- 
coming queen”  next  to  my  name.  Power,  all 
unasked. 

Later,  after  the  birth  of  our  second 
daughter,  old  friends  of  my  husband  came 
to  dinner.  They  were  also  friends  of  his 
slender  ex-wife,  who  persisted  as  a presence 
in  our  life.  It  was  the  early  seventies,  and  I 
nursed  Mandy  at  the  table,  innocently  ex- 
posing a maternal  breast  that  dwarfed  my 
child’s  head.  Conversation  came  to  a halt, 
and  I felt  the  glow  of  malicious  satisfaction. 

The  Unveiling 

The  young  dark-haired  night  nurse 
comes  in,  closes  the  door  behind  her. 
“Would  you  like  a preview  of  what  you’re 
going  to  look  like?”  she  offers  kindly.  “I’ve 
had  the  same  surgery."  Her  entire  chest  is 
flat,  board  flat,  but  clean  and  smooth  ex- 
cept for  the  scars,  and  muscled.  A relief,  of 
sorts.  When  my  dressing  is  removed,  I’m 
braced,  although  this  time  the  half-flat  chest 
is  mine.  It  looks  boyish  and  strong.  I’m  re- 
minded of  Dennis  Franklin,  the  University 
of  Michigan  quarterback  I saw  bare-chested 
once  in  the  infirmary.  My  right  breast  rides 
intact,  but  the  image  suffers  in  context. 

From  the  Pathology  Report 

Specimen  #2  consists  of  a breast  sim- 
ply amputated  but  including  some  axillary 
tissue.  It  weighs  602  gms.  and  measures 
15x10x7. 

The  Sinking-  Woman  Dream 

In  the  sinking  car  the  water  rises. 
Pressed  against  the  window  the  woman 
gestures  frantically.  Would-be  rescuers  dive 
and  dive.  Help-is-on-the-way,  they  mime. 
Against  the  glass  her  open  mouth  makes 
soundless  screams.  They  know,  they  know. 
Hang  on!  The  rescuers  bubble,  must  sur- 
face. Help  is  on  the  way. 

Going  Home 

A cancer  society  volunteer  provides  a 
temporary  prosthesis  made  of  birdseed.  It 
crunches  in  my  bra,  but  at  least  I’m  not 
asymmetrical  for  the  return  to  the  outside. 

Its  much  easier  to  be  ambulatory  in  the 
hospital  than  recuperatory  in  a world  of 
fast-moving  children  and  dogs  and  a full- 
bodied  husband.  My  noble  cheeriness,  so 
easy  in  the  hospital,  ebbs.  Here  I am  with 
my  half-flat  chest.  I head  out  to  buy  a bird- 
seed replacement.  In  a display  case  in  Macy’s 
lingerie  department,  a jellyfish  gleams.  A 
sales  associate  fits  me  with  a suitable  size 
and  advises  baby  powder  before  use. 


What  Dr.  Watson  Saw 
I write  Dr.  Watson,  asking  about  that 
remaining  1 percent.  Did  they  or  did  they 
not  get  it  all?  It  is  the  surgeon  who  re- 
sponds. His  letter  contains  pages  of  med- 
ical gobbledygook,  but  somewhere  in  the 
middle  of  a paragraph,  one  sentence  in 
plain  English  stands  out:  “In  summary,  no 
cancer  was  found.”  A phone  call  confirms 
my  interpretation  — I’d  never  had  cancer. 
Dr.  Watson’s  reading  of  the  frozen  section 
had  apparently  been  in  error.  Dr.  Watson 
is  80  years  old.  He  has  just  retired. 

Burning- Dog  Dream 

A company  picnic.  I let  my  dogs,  Nor- 
man and  Fred,  go  alone  to  an  island  where 
a bonfire  burns,  while  I stay  and  party  on 
the  mainland  shore.  In  an  attempt  to  ap- 
pear witty,  I signal  to  the  dogs,  folding  a 
page  of  yellow  paper  up  and  down  in 
Morse  code.  The  bonfire  flares  up,  and  I 
see  the  two  dogs  run.  Norman  is  on  fire, 
and  I’m  too  far  away  to  help.  I can’t  hear 
sounds  from  the  island,  but  I know  what 
sounds  there  must  be. 

Mood  Shift 

Six  weeks  later  on  a Sunday  morning, 
Bob  and  I sit  on  our  deck  reading  the 
paper.  We  are  living  temporarily  in  Pacif- 
ica. I hate  the  unrelenting  gray  skies.  I hate 
our  street.  The  neighbors  keep  their  front 
doors  chained.  All  the  dogs  live  in  garages 
and  growl  when  I walk  by.  Even  the 
beaches  are  dreary  — black  sand,  jagged 
brown  beer  bottles,  dark  expressions  on  the 
faces  of  the  men  lounging  against  the  re- 
taining walls.  But  this  morning  the  sun  is 
out.  Our  lively  children  are  gone  for  a few 
hours.  Fred  the  big  poodle  dozes  at  my  feet. 
The  neighborhood  is  quiet.  I have  Bob  to 
myself.  And  everything  is  terribly  wrong.  I 
take  to  my  bed.  Bob  takes  over  the  house- 
hold. After  some  weeks,  I return  to  Michi- 
gan to  speak  with  Dr.  Jacob,  a therapist  I’d 
seen  during  our  years  there,  a talented 
practitioner  with  great  regard  for  his  pa- 
tients. “Get  a job,  honey,"  he  advises.  “Go 
sell  spools  of  thread  at  Woolworth’s  if  you 
have  to.  You’ll  be  okay."  I get  a job  writing 
training  materials  for  soldiers  on  how  to 
clean  batteries  and  defuse  booby  traps,  and 
inexplicably,  the  depression  lifts.  We  escape 
Pacifica  and  move  to  San  Francisco. 

Reconstruction  of  My  North 

After  meeting  with  a series  of  plastic 
surgeons  who  want  signed  permission 
from  my  husband  to  reconstruct  my  breast 
and  who  dont  know  the  difference  be- 
tween a 34 B and  a 34D,  I find  a team  of 
doctors  at  the  UCSF  plastic  surgery  clinic 
who  understand  about  cup  size  and  behave 
as  if  the  body  in  question  is  mine.  But  the 
scheduled  surgery  is  postponed  at  the  last 
minute  — I am  already  in  the  admitting 
room — and  from  my  sobs,  I learn  how  im- 
portant this  restoration  has  become  to  me. 

Two  weeks  later  the  operation  takes 
place.  They  move  the  great  swimming 
muscle  around  from  the  back,  an  island  of 
flesh,  skin  and  blood  vessels  attached,  and 
reduce  the  right  breast  for  symmetry.  A 
new  breast  rises  on  the  front  chest  wall, 
bionic,  but  blind.  Flexes  like  a bicep.  The 
graft  takes  well.  Old  jellyfish  goes  to  live  on 
a closet  shelf.  In  clothes  you  can’t  tell  — 
there's  cleavage  even!  But  my  freestyle’s 
crooked,  and  Mandy,  nursed  till  she  was  2. 
dreams  of  rotten  coconuts. 

Later  the  right  breast  is  replaced  with 
an  implant.  Scar  tissue  from  the  reduction, 
the  surgeon  explains,  keeps  casting  “a  con- 
fluence of  shadows  on  mammograms. 
The  succession  of  false  alarms  and  biopsies 
is  punishing.  I become  doubly  bionic. 

The  Lawsuit 

I consult  a medical  malpractice  attor- 
ney who  teaches  at  a West  Coast  law 
school.  He  fails  to  obtain  copies  of  my 
medical  records  and  misses  the  one-year 


statute  of  limitations  for  filing.  I'm  referred 
to  a new  attorney  who  sues  the  medical  en- 
tities AND  the  former  lawyer.  After  five 
years,  we  receive  an  offer  to  settle.  We  are 
to  absolve  Dr.  Watson  of  any  wrongdoing. 
He  still  claims  he  saw  cancer  in  the  frozen 
section.  We  accept  the  settlement,  buy  a 
station  wagon,  take  the  kids  to  Palm  Springs, 
and  redo  our  kitchen.  I wouldn’t  have  sold 
a breast  for  anything  close  to  the  five-fig- 
ure amount  we  received,  but  we  decide  to 
close  this  chapter  and  get  on  with  our  lives. 



I tell  my  attorney  that 
if  Id  known  how 
incontrovertibly  hed 
established  Dr.  Watsons 
error  / would  have 
waited  for  a trial. 

It  would  have  helped  to 
hear  somebody  say  they 
were  sorry.  “Your  very 
response  is  why  we  dont 
like  our  clients 
to  see  their  files,  ” the 
attorney  replies. 


In  an  attempt  to  make  sense  of  events 
that  demand  explanation  but  defy  analysis, 
I request  a copy  of  my  file  from  the  second 
attorney.  His  skillful  deposition  of  the 
pathologist  is  riveting.  Dr.  Watson  claims 
the  cancer  he  saw  in  the  frozen  section  ap- 
peared in  just  one  slide,  the  only  one  not 
preserved  for  reference.  All  the  other  slides 
were  free  of  malignancy.  But  under  ques- 
tioning, he  admits  that  cancer  could  not 
have  existed  in  a single  area  without  also 
showing  up  in  the  surrounding  tissue. 

I tell  my  attorney  that  if  I’d  known 
how  incontrovertibly  he’d  established  Dr. 
Watson’s  error,  I would  have  waited  for  a 
trial.  It  would  have  helped  to  hear  some- 
body say  they  were  wrong,  to  say  they  were 
sorry.  “Your  very  response  is  why  we  don't 
like  our  clients  to  see  their  files,"  the  attor- 
ney replies. 

Identity 

A documentary  film  I once  saw  tells  of 
an  aborigine  born  without  limbs.  He  has 
hands  and  feet,  a torso  of  sorts,  a huge  and 
handsome  head,  and  an  indomitable  spirit. 
Remembering  this  boy’s  refusal  to  be  iden- 
tified by  his  limitations,  I wonder  why  loss 
of  breast  should  be  such  an  insult.  Where 
does  identity  reside  — surely  not  in  any 
single  member.  Intellectually,  I accept  my 
status.  1 have  nursed  my  last  child.  I am 
married  to  a man  who  knows  and  loves  me. 
In  the  grand  scheme  of  things,  I don’t  need 
breasts  for  seduction  or  lactation.  I haven’t 
had  to  deal  with  cancer,  and  now  I needn’t 
fear  breast  cancer.  And  yet  I am  sad.  I am 
no  longer  who  I was.  Victoria’s  Secret  cat- 
alogues fill  me  with  envy.  “Do  you  miss 
breasts?”  I ask  Bob.  “I  miss  your  breasts," 
he  replies.  Me  too.  But  we  have  a beautiful 
big  kitchen.  The  station  wagon  is  long 
gone,  sold  to  a man  who  threatened  to  sue 
us  when  the  transmission  failed.  The 
dreams  of  rage  subside. 

The  Mud-Eating-Baby  Dream 

At  the  bottom  of  the  back  stairs  out- 
side our  San  Francisco  home  sits  a baby 
wearing  only  a diaper,  eating  mud.  She 
stuffs  it  in  her  mouth,  her  hands  covered 
with  muck.  I stumble  down  the  stairs,  pick 
her  up,  take  her  inside.  She’s  sturdy  and  ac- 
cepting. I will  take  care  of  her.  We  will  be 
all  right.  ^ 
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Third  Place  Fiction 

* 

Telling  Stories 

Stephanie  Rapp 


f/  //  E ARE  SITTING  ON  HER 
Z'  r patio,  a small  patch  of  ce- 
ment outside  the  kitchen.  In  the  six  months 
since  I’ve  seen  her,  Lisa  has  put  on  some 
weight.  When  I hugged  her,  I felt  my  own 
newly  thin  body  fit  neatly  into  her  curves. 

The  ice  in  our  gin  and  tonics  has 
melted.  A trickle  of  sweat  pools  behind  my 
knee.  It  is  a familiar  moment,  being  here 
with  my  best  friend,  and  I close  my  eyes  to 
fix  the  image  so  that  I won’t  forget  it. 

As  we  have  done  throughout  our  10- 
year  friendship,  we  are  telling  each  other 
stories.  I tell  her  about  the  time  I was  13 
and  traveling  by  train  with  my  family  from 
New  York  to  Florida.  Bored  with  magazines 
and  Chinese  checkers,  I went  to  the  club 
car  where  I met  Tim.  Although  there  was 
nothing  remotely  attractive  about  him,  we 
were,  within  minutes,  locked  in  a furious 
embrace  on  the  platform  between  the  cars. 

“I  don’t  know  how  it  happened,’’  I tell 

her. 

“Raging  hormones,”  she  says. 

We  laugh  and  sip  our  drinks. 


s 


HE  TELLS  ME  about  her  horse.  Pico. 
She  felt  about  him  the  way  1 did  about 


boys.  I close  my  eyes  and  imagine  her. 


young,  rail-thin,  buck  teeth  before  the 
braces  came  off.  She’s  brushing  Pico’s 
mane,  looking  into  his  brown  eyes  — her 


Third  Place  Poetry 

v* 


orbidden  Fruit 


In  August,  bees  come  to  drown 
in  the  apple  juice. 

Plump  black  corpses  ride  the 
swells  of  clotted  amber. 

Not  a twitch  of  life. 

The  afternoon  ferments. 

Did  no  bee  dance  his  semaphore 
warning? 

“Apple  juice  in  long-necked 
bottles  can  be  hazardous 
to  your  health!” 

“But  the  sweetness,  its  to  die  for.” 
(Don’t  I know.) 

Beeline  bumble, 
cautious 
descending 
spiral 

shimmyshimmy 

slow  now 

hairy  trumpet 
dips 

draws  the  lovely  stuff  in 

and  then 

Oh  honey! 

Barbara  Lewis 


own  green  eyes  wide  with  love,  perhaps 
with  desire. 

My  upbringing  was  so  different  from 
hers.  When  people  ask  where  I’m  from,  I 
like  to  say  that  I grew  up  in  a mall.  The  sub- 
urbs suited  me,  the  predictability  of  things, 
the  need  to  create  disturbances,  the  rest- 
lessness that  bubbled  beneath  the  surface. 

I can  barely  recall  my  childhood. 
Through  a jumble  of  comforting  images,  a 
few  stand  out  — my  grandmother’s  head 
bowed  in  prayer  as  she  lit  the  Sabbath  can- 
dles, the  two  pet  rabbits  and  the  babies  that 
appeared  with  frightening  regularity,  the 
day  I learned  to  ride  my  bike  but  not,  un- 
fortunately, to  stop  it.  With  puberty, 
though,  came  a clarity  of  senses  that  al- 
lowed me  to  recall  the  smallest  moments  of 
the  most  inconsequential  day. 

AT  13, 1 was  fearless,  with  longings  that 
rival  any  I’ve  felt  as  a woman.  Since 
getting  out  of  the  hospital,  I have  tried  to 
recapture  my  teenage  years.  I surround  my- 
self now  with  the  smells  and  textures  of 
those  days.  I wear  my  hair  in  two  braids, 
wash  my  skin  with  Noxema,  and  roll  clear 
strawberry-flavored  gloss  on  my  lips. 

“Drippy  lips,"  I tell  Lisa,  “were  very 
sexy,”  and  again  we  laugh. 

I have  been  on  a quest  for  Love's  Fresh 
Lemon  cologne,  and  I sprinkle  Aramis,  the 
scent  of  my  first  boyfriend,  on  my  sheets  at 
night.  Although  I am  almost  40,  I know 
that  I look  like  that  girl  again.  I don’t  care 
about  my  youthful  appearance.  What  I 
want  is  to  feel  invincible. 

I have  not  had  a drink  in  a long  time 
and  the  effects  are  immediate. 

“I  was  1 3 when  I first  got  drunk,"  I tell 
Lisa.  “It  was  at  a party.  My  friends  and  I 
bought  a few  bottles  of  grape  Malt  Duck 
that  we  left  in  the  bushes.” 

At  some  point,  I polished  off  half  a 
bottle  of  the  carbonated  drink.  All  I re- 
member from  that  evening  is  crying.  A 
room  filled  with  drunk  teenage  girls,  weepy 
with  booze  and  desire.  The  boys  marveled 
at  first  at  this  display  of  raw  emotion,  then 
grew  increasingly  disgusted.  Alcohol  made 
them  horny  but  it  created  within  us  long- 
ings that  they  could  never  fill. 

I know  that  I am  speaking  too  much. 
At  other  times,  I would  stop  and  let  her  tell 
me  a story.  But  these  are  not  other  times. 
She  fills  my  glass  with  ice  and  gin.  My 
voice  begins  to  sound  like  the  girl  I was 
then.  We  spoke  quickly  and  loudly;  you 
could  hear  the  exclamation  points. 

It  was  the  false  drama  of  those  days 
that  appeals  to  me  now.  Everything  was 
equally  important  — a pimple,  a cheating 
boyfriend,  a missed  period.  Information 
had  to  be  conveyed  immediately,  through 
carefully  folded  notes  and  late-night  phone 
conversations.  In  that  world,  patience  was 
never  a virtue. 

Lisas  nose  is  red  and  she  moves  to  the 
shade  offered  by  the  lone  tree  in  her  yard.  I 
adjust  my  chair  to  keep  me  in  the  sunlight. 

I notice  how  muscular  her  legs  have 
become  from  running.  She  was  always  ath- 
letic. She  was  the  captain  of  the  high  school 
volleyball  team  and  ran  cross-country  dur- 
ing the  winter. 

“My  best  memories  from  high  school 
are  the  sports.  With  boys,  I was  shy.  I never 
could  have  undressed  in  front  of  one.  But 
there  was  no  modesty  in  the  locker  room.” 

“I  got  my  varsity  letter  in  shoplifting,” 

I joke. 

I tell  her  about  stealing  leather  jackets, 


carrying  wire  clippers  to  snap  coats  from 
their  alarms.  We  took  orders — two  size  10 
shearling,  one  size  12  brown.  I was  never 
caught,  but  Linda  was.  I remember  how 
quickly  she  crumpled,  the  toughness  gone 
as  the  security  guard  whisked  her  into  the 
back  room. 

“What  did  your  parents  say?"  Lisa 
asks.  “Didn’t  they  know  any  of  this?” 

“No.  I was  a good  student,  so  they 
couldn’t  complain  about  my  grades.  If  I 
was  drunk.  I’d  sleep  at  Sherris.  Her  mother 
was  never  home.  We  got  away  with  murder.” 
I stop.  Then  continue. 

“There  was  one  time  when  my  father 
chased  Joe  Gargano  away  at  midnight  with 
a baseball  bat.”  I was  crazy  about  Joe.  At  a 
time  when  boys  were  short  and  pudgy,  Joe 
was  long  and  lean,  with  dark  eyes  and  a 
mustache.  He  was  the  first  boy  to  French- 
kiss  me.  I planned  my  day  around  Joe, 
choosing  clothes  that  I thought  he’d  like, 
and  always,  coincidentally,  drinking  from 
the  water  fountain  outside  his  shop  class 
when  the  period  ended. 

"He’s  probably  bald  and  fat  now,  with 
five  kids,”  Lisa  says.  “He’s  probably  chasing 
boys  away  from  his  daughters  with  a base- 
ball bat.” 

This  strikes  us  both  as  hysterically 
funny  and  we  toss  back  our  heads  and 
laugh.  I laugh  so  hard  that  my  sides  ache 
but  I cannot  stop.  Quickly,  the  laughter 
turns  to  tears  and  I am  sobbing,  we  are 
both  sobbing.  We  look  at  each  other,  smile, 
and  continue  to  cry. 

<$• 

It  was  the  false  drama 
of  those  days  that  appeals 
to  me  now.  Everything  was 
equally  important — a 
pimple , a cheating 
boyfriend,  a missed  period. 
Information  had  to  be 
conveyed  immediately, 
through  carefully  folded 
notes  and  late-night 
phone  conversations. 


When  her  husband  comes  home,  he 
sees  us,  two  tanned  bodies,  faces  streaked 
with  tears.  He  sees  the  gin  bottle,  half 
empty,  on  the  counter.  He  thinks  we  are 
crying  because  we  are  drunk,  and  chides  us 
for  drinking  in  the  heat. 

Lisa  shoos  him  away,  whispers  some- 
thing that  makes  him  stop  and  look  at  me. 
Without  hearing,  I know  she  is  telling  him 
that  the  chemotherapy  didn’t  work. 

Although  he  has  retreated  into  their 
bedroom,  we  still  feel  her  husband’s  pres- 
ence. “This  won’t  do,”  I say.  “Let’s  get  out 
of  here.” 

“I  know  where  I’m  taking  you,”  Lisa 
says.  “Wash  your  face.” 

We  share  a cool  washcloth.  I let  her 
use  my  lip  gloss,  and  when  our  lips  are  ap- 
propriately drippy,  we  head  out.  In  the  car, 
she  ties  a bandanna  around  my  eyes.  She 
finds  a radio  station  that  plays  songs  from 
the  70s  and  we  sing  “Go  Your  Own  Way” 
and  “Moonshadow”  until  we  arrive. 

From  the  minute  I feel  the  blast  of 
cold  air,  I know  where  she  has  taken  me.  It 
is  a fancy  mall,  not  like  the  one  from  my 
youth.  The  boys  that  congregate  are  not  as 
good-looking  as  those  I remember,  and  the 
girls  wear  more  makeup  than  I did.  But  I 
enjoy  looking  at  them,  at  the  way  they  fling 
themselves  about,  taking  up  much  more 
space  than  they  are  entitled  to. 

In  the  pharmacy,  we  spray  each  other 
with  Tabu  and  sniff  indelicately  at  each 
others  wrists  and  necks.  When  we  pass  a 
jewelry  store,  I decide  to  get  three  more 


# 

“Come  on,  Anthony. 
Move  it,  ” he  said  to  his 
best  friend,  who  was  sitting 
next  to  the  crushed  door. 
“Tony,  man,  come  on.  ” A 
burning  cigarette  had 
fallen  from  Tonys  hand 
and  was  smoldering 
on  the  plastic  mat. 


holes  in  my  ear  lobe.  “We  pierced  each 
other’s  ears,  with  a sewing  needle  and  a slice 
of  raw  potato,"  I tell  Lisa  as  the  clerk  sprays 
an  icy  potion  on  my  ear.  “When  I did 
Sherris,  I couldn’t  get  the  needle  through. 
Her  ear  lobes  were  really  thick.  She  was  on 
her  bed,  screaming,  with  a needle  sticking 
out  of  her  ear.  I was  so  stoned,  I kept  laugh- 
ing.” Remembering,  I start  to  laugh.  The 
clerk  tells  me  to  stop  moving. 

I don’t  flinch  when  the  piercing  gun 
shoots  through  my  ear.  The  clerk  hands  me 
a mirror.  When  1 look  at  myself  I see  a set 
to  my  face  that  is  totally  foreign  and  yet 
completely  familiar. 

THERE  IS  ANOTHER  story  I want  to 
tell  Lisa,  a story  I have  never  told  any- 
one. One  Friday  night,  after  a friend’s 
party,  six  of  us  crammed  into  Rocco  Ro- 
mano’s silver  Trans  Am.  We  were  drinking, 
passing  bottles  from  the  back  seat  to  the 
front,  Frampton  Comes  Alive  blaring  from 
the  8-track  player.  It  was  raining  and  one 
of  the  windshield  wipers  was  broken.  I was  - 
sitting  next  to  Rocco,  touching  him  and 
kissing  when  we  slowed,  but  never  stopped, 
at  intersections.  He  was  unbuttoning  his 
jeans  with  one  hand,  and  my  hand  was  on 
his  warm  stomach  when  we  skidded  side- 
ways into  a telephone  pole.  I wasn’t  scared; 
it  felt  that  we  had  moved  so  slowly.  Even 
the  noise  of  breaking  glass  and  crumpling 
metal  sounded  muffled  and  safe.  From  the 
back  seat,  I heard  my  friend  Sherri  crying, 
then  the  other  girls.  No  one,  it  seemed,  was 
hurt  badly.  Rocco  and  I helped  them  out  of 
his  side  door. 

“Come  on,  Anthony.  Move  it,"  he  said 
to  his  best  friend,  who  was  sitting  next  to 
the  crushed  door.  “Tony,  man,  come  on.” 

A burning  cigarette  had  fallen  from  Tony’s 
hand  and  was  smoldering  on  the  plastic  mat. 

He  wasn’t  moving.  When  Rocco 
reached  inside  the  car  for  him,  I saw  the 
blood. 

“No!  No!”  Rocco  was  crying,  holding 
his  friend’s  hand.  His  white  tee  shirt  splat- 
tered red,  his  jeans  still  unbuttoned,  he  was 
howling,  animal  sounds  coming  from  his 
mouth. 

When  the  ambulance  came  and  they 
pulled  Tony  from  the  car,  I glimpsed  the 
body  before  the  sheet  was  pulled  up.  Al- 
though the  features  were  his — deep-set  eyes, 
brown-black  hair,  a crooked  nose  broken 
in  a fight — I did  not  recognize  the  face. 

Like  my  classmates,  I took  the  day  off 
from  school  to  go  to  the  funeral.  The  foot- 
ball team  sat  together,  stiff  and  uncom- 
fortable in  their  suits.  Without  shoulder 
pads,  they  looked  small  and  defenseless. 
Rocco  was  in  the  third  pew,  head  bowed, 
shoulders  shaking.  The  next  day  his  father 
would  send  him  away  to  military  school. 
And  sitting  in  the  back  of  the  church,  filled 
with  Tony’s  grieving  relatives  and  the  sickly 
sweet  smell  of  roses  and  death,  I wondered 
when  I would  be  punished. 

THE  CLERK  TAKES  the  mirror  from 
my  hand. 

“I’m  hungry,”  Lisa  says.  “Let’s  get 
something  to  eat.” 

I am  tired.  I think  to  tell  Lisa  to  take 
me  home,  but  I know  she’s  happy  to  give 
me  this  outing,  that  she  mistakes  the  resig- 
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nation  on  my  face  for  teenage  indifference. 

The  restaurants  are  filled  with  women 
munching  sandwiches  and  salads.  Other 
diners  stop  to  stare  as  the  waitress  places 
two  huge  bowls  of  ice  cream  in  front  of  us, 
followed  by  an  obscene  platter  of  fries. 

“Mindy  Goldberg  and  I used  to  get 
stoned.”  I tell  her  through  a mouth  of  hot 
fudge,  “and  go  to  Sal’s  candy  store.  We 
bought  chocolate  bars  and  grape  soda  and 
barbecue  potato  chips.  We  put  the  candy 
out  on  the  hood  of  her  car  and  let  it  melt. 
Then  we’d  lick  warm  liquid  chocolate  from 
the  paper." 

We  only  ate  this  way  around  other 
girls.  Around  boys,  we’d  sip  Tab.  Around 
boys,  we  had  better  things  to  do  with  our 
mouths. 

“I  became  a vegetarian  at  15,”  Lisa 
says.  “I  spent  so  much  time  around  ani- 
mals, on  my  grandfather’s  farm.  One  day, 
my  mom  was  grilling  steaks.  I watched  the 
blood  dripping  onto  the  charcoal.  That  was 
it.  I couldn't  stand  the  thought  of  some  an- 
imal dying  just  so  I could  have  dinner." 

“I  can’t  eat  another  bite,”  I say.  “One 
more  store,  and  then  it’s  time  to  go  home.’’ 

We  stop  at  Accessory  World,  glittery 
with  fake  gold.  There  is  absolutely  nothing 
there  that  I need  or  want.  Until  1 see  a row 
of  ankle  bracelets. 

“Vinnie  Pagano  gave  me  an  ankle 
bracelet  when  I was  16,”  1 tell  her.  “It  had 
our  names  engraved  in  gold  leaves.  That's 
why  I slept  with  him.  I was  a jewelry  slut.” 

Lisa  laughs.  “I’ll  buy  you  one.” 

“No.  But  let’s  look  around  a little  more.  ’’ 

She  turns  and  tries  on  baseball  caps. 
Without  glancing  at  the  cashier,  I grab  two 
bracelets  from  the  display  and  crumple  them 
in  my  fist.  Later,  when  I give  one  to  her,  I 
will  not  say  that  it  is  to  remember  me  by. 

“We  can  go,”  I tell  her.  As  we  walk  out 
of  the  store,  I am  waiting,  as  I did  then,  for 
a hand  to  clamp  down  on  my  shoulder.  I 
am  waiting  for  the  accusation,  for  the  voice 
to  say  “Caught  you.”  I hold  my  breath  and 
step  through  the  doorway. 


Third  Place  Non-Fiction 

<$> 

Trolleyman  With  Cut  Leg 

Delta  O'Hara 


Prays  bright  red  arterial  blood  fountaining  on  Valencia  Street 
^ as  I was  drinking  in  Blondies,  gold  margarita  on  the  rocks  with 
salt,  it  was  a beautiful  night,  warm  and  balmy,  smell  of  honeysuckle  soaking 
a light  breeze,  almost  a full  moon,  night  birds  singing  and  blood  gushing 
bright  red  out  of  the  leg  of  a trolleyman,  one  of  those  legions  who  push  a 
shopping  cart;  raw  ragged  edges  of  the  wound  hanging  open  outside  of  the 
new  sushi  restaurant  in  a classic  urban  tableaux  yet  unappreciated  by  the  pa- 
trons. The  wound,  incurred  from  one  of  his  own  pathetic  bottles,  was  deep, 
inviting  the  application  of  any  one  of  a number  of  relevant  social  theories. 
Beneath  his  alcoholic  tan  he  might  have  been  of  Latin  or  other  descent;  his 
legs  were  bloated  and  motded,  he  wore  dirty  Bermuda  shorts  and  a tee  shirt 
so  soiled  and  discolored  that,  try  as  I might,  I could  not  decipher  the  mar- 
keting  intent  of  the  corporate  logo  with  which  it  had  once  been  graced.  Slimy 
cans  and  bottles  were  piled  high  in  his  supermarket  trolley,  their  decayed  con- 
tents crowned  by  Colt  45  and  King  Cobras  delicate  bouquet.  One  good 
Samaritan  dialed  911.  Another  emerged  from  the  bar  clutching  fistfuls  of 
cocktail  napkins  absurdly  decorated  with  cartoons  of  naked  women  with  big 
tits.  A momentary  celebrity,  immobile,  transfixed  in  the  horrified  gaze  of  pass- 
ing New  Bohemians,  the  trolleyman  stood  clutching  his  cart;  he  would  nei- 
ther sit,  elevate  the  leg,  apply  pressure,  nor  reveal  his  name,  whether  requested 
to  do  so  in  English  or  Spanish.  The  ambulance  never  came;  though  for  a hem- 
orrhaging Latin  indigent  on  16th  Street,  one  can  hardly  imagine  why  not. 
I went  into  Blondies  and  called  again  — location,  physical  description,  and 


nature  of  the  wound  in  cinematographic  detail,  adding  that  I believed  he 
would  die  without  immediate  medical  attention.  What  is  a life  worth?  What 
exact  combination  of  elements  constitutes  debased?  When  the  emergency 
workers  finally  arrived  they  donned  latex  gloves,  tied  off  the  gory  hydrant, 
and  sprayed  a noxious  green  chemical  into  the  black  blood  lake  before  guid- 
ing the  trolleyman  toward  the  ambulance.  But  he  refused  to  enter,  indicat- 
ing that  his  trolley  had  to  come,  too.  When  this  was  refused,  he  waved  the 
emergency  vehicle  contemptuously  away.  Neither  would  he  accept  money  in 
lieu  of  the  garbage,  ignoring  bystanders’  proffered  bills.  I could  only  admire 
this  exhibition  of  dignity  in  degradation;  unlike  the  degraded  moments  in 
time  that  I have  occupied,  careless  abandonment  of  myself  to  illusions  and 
lies.  Luckily,  one  of  the  emergency  workers  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  knock 
on  the  door  of  SuperTaqueria  closing  early,  gentrification  preferring  sushi, 
and  asked  the  proprietress  to  accept  the  rancid  treasure,  which  she  did  — 
which  she  did — and  only  then  did  he  consent  to  get  into  the  ambulance.  The 
welcoming  into  one’s  heart  of  all  that  is  sickening  beyond  description  I con- 
sider a wholly  noble  occupation.  Shrieking  arias,  I awake  every  morning,  dress 
myself  in  a gown  of  glittering  betrayals,  and  go  chase  angelfish  through  the 
sewers,  the  world  and  everything  in  it  being  ours,  every  day  praying  in  a 
cathedral  of  broken  idols,  every  night  lying  down  to  sleep  in  the  graves  of 
hopes  and  dreams  with  every  loss  and  sorrow.  What  could  possibly  be  more 
precious  than  the  wretched  garbage  he  refused  to  abandon?  There  was  a 
trolleyman  with  a cut  leg  on  Valencia  Street  one  night  as  I sat  in  a bar.  ^ 
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Honorable  Mention  Fiction 



Miss  Ford’s  Fan  Club 

Rayne  Reynolds 


//  //  ITH  HIS  BEAUTIFUL 
r r pure  white  cardboard  cup 
of  almost  hot.  double  latte  in  his  hand  (two 
bucks!)  and  only  four  bikes  waiting  on  the 
other  side  of  the  main  garage  door,  Orlando 
Smith,  Ace  Service  Writer,  extracts  from  the 
teeniest,  tiniest  little  inside  pocket  of  his 
jeans,  the  carefully  tinfoil-wrapped,  multi- 
grained  lithium  tablet,  which  must  last  all 
day  but  especially  the  entire  time  that  he’s 
working  with  customers. 

Removing  the  coffee  lid  without 
spilling  a drop  and  pulling  all  the  steam 
right  off  the  top  of  the  cup  and  into  his 
nose  like  Bugs  Bunny  sucking  up  the  inked 
aroma  of  roasting  carrots,  frame  by  frame, 
without  even  a little  wisp  of  it  going  any- 
where else  in  the  huge  garage,  he  places 
onto  his  tongue  the  little  equalizer  and 
swills  it  down  with  a hot  shot  of  java. 

Ahhhh!  Down  it  goes  to  his  center 
where  it  explodes  and  charges  his  body 
with  a conscience,  a calm,  an  acceptable 
level  of  enthusiasm  (no  laughing  inappro- 
priately or  gnashing  of  teeth),  so  everyone's 
happy  and  no  one  is  frightened  and  peo- 
ple’s bikes  get  fixed,  and  he  has  to  see  Doc- 
tor only  once  a week,  making  the  boss 
more  money  than  he  deserves  so  he  can 
hire  guys  like  Orlando  Smith,  Ace  Service 
Writer,  for  too  little  or  just  enough  to  stay 
medicated  and  in  coffee. 

<$> 

The  high  point  of  my  day, 
my  Happy  Hour,  is  spent 
reading  Miss  Ford 
in  the  back  storage  room 
where  I eat  my  deli  lunch 
atid  study  her  piquant 
style  — her  feathering  of 
the  line,  the  hook  and 
pull  of  her  prose. 


He  unlocks  and  pushes  open  the 
heavy  old  creaking  doors.  Let  the  games 
begin! 

♦ ♦♦ 

AS  I CRAWL  AROUND  on  the  cold. 

oil-smeared  cement  floor,  surveying 
damage,  nicks,  scrapes,  "Just  the  physical 
facts,  please.  I do  not  need  to  know  that  the 
taxi  cut  you  off:  turned  left  without  signal- 
ing; backed  up  right  into  you...,  "cracked 
clipboard  in  hand,  1 proceed  to  produce 
service  agreements,  artfully — without  typos 
or  slang  — that  are  ready  to  be  signed  (the 
boss  loves  me  for  this),  making  the  man 
who  signs  my  paychecks  obscenely  rich — 
rich  enough  to  cheat  on  his  wife  (who  is 


beautiful),  with  young  girls  (who  are  not), 
in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  has  a white  trash 
fat  ass.  He’s  so  fat  the  back  of  his  neck  looks 
like  a package  of  kosher  ballpark  franks. 

1 am  careful  and  polite  (always).  I 
calmly  and  endlessly  explain  cost  versus 
safety  in  relation  to  a machine  with  no  seat 
belt  that  can  catapult  you,  face  down,  onto 
the  road  at  80  mph.  So  yeah,  you  might 
want  to  take  care  of  those  brakes  today, 
dude. 

Gay  guys,  fat  guys,  yuppie  bikers, 
butch  dykes,  people  who've  been  to  Stur- 
gis, people  who  are  going  to  Sturgis,  peo- 
ple who  want  someone  to  go  with  them  to 
Sturgis,  people  who  love  their  bikes,  peo- 
ple who  hate  their  bikes,  pretty  girls  who 
think  their  scooters  are  bikes,  ALL  know 


more  about  service  than  Orlando  Smith, 
Ace  Service  Writer.  Bitch,  bitch,  bitch, 
moan,  moan,  moan.  Even  the  tow-ins  will 
argue  that  were  gouging.  So  push  it  home, 
man.  Everyone’s  credit  cards  are  maxed 
out.  If  we  take  checks,  they  have  only  their 
ATMs.  If  we  take  ATM  cards,  they  wish  we 
took  traveler’s  checks.  Sex  for  service?  Not 
in  my  lifetime. 

Everyone  around  here’s  jumpy.  It’s  not 
just  me.  But  where’s  it  get  ’em  but  eventu- 
ally dead  and  under  the  restless  pen  of  our 
dear  Miss  Ford? 

The  high  point  of  my  day,  my  Happy 
Hour,  is  spent  reading  Miss  Ford  in  the 
back  storage  room  where  I eat  my  deli 
lunch  and  study  her  piquant  style  — her 
feathering  of  the  line,  the  hook  and  pull  of 
her  prose.  No  one  ever  asks  to  share  my 
space  or,  God  forbid,  asks  a question  about 
a service  order  during  my  afternoon  so- 
journ with  the  clever  and  sly  Miss  Ford. 
They  know  if  I do  not  have  my  chocolate 
chip  cookie  (without  nuts)  and  ice  cold  2% 
milk  with  Miss  Ford  entirely  alone,  the  rest 
of  the  day  is  a very,  very  bad  day. 

Miss  Ford  used  to  be  a boring  guy 
who  left  work  early.  You  could  tell  because 
the  obituaries  were  completely  formatted. 
So  and  so  dies,  leaving  (spouse)  and  (chil- 


Honorable Mention  Poetry 

<$> 


iglet  Mind 


Nearing  oldness  I 
confess  I am  still 
a very  little  person  — 
not  only  when  I see 
a clear  night  sky 
and  fall  up  to  where 
there’s  no  identity, 
but  right  inside  my  skin, 
as  “I”  slow-trots  past 
obsolete  factories,  along 
degraded  arteries  jammed 
with  dull,  oblivious  corpuscles. 

When  new,  I could  find 
“me”  in  smaller  yet, 
yets  such  as  bugs, 
destroyed  by  my  curiosity 
to  play  their  doctor,  or  hypo- 
chondriacal mom,  or  friend. 

I got  ambitious  to  grow 
a big-guys  chest, 
for  bursting  forth  from 
this  ditsy  homunculus, 
but  shirked  the  calisthenics. 
Large  women  frightened  me; 
the  others  required  protection. 
Scholarship  shrank  everything, 
like  a trainride  through  suburbs. 
That’s  about  it. 

Luckily  I live  near  oaks, 
my  acorn  trust  funds, 
and  can  root 
and  can  toot 
and  can  scribble 
with  my  snoot. 

Embrace  your  insignificance! 
Thus  say  I, 

(just  to  myself). 


Paul  Watsky 


dren)  and  various  loving  aunts,  uncles, 
cousins,  nieces  and  nephews.  He  used  to 
work  at  such-and-such  and  now  he’s  stiff. 
He  won  a stupid  award  once,  a fake  wood 
plaque  no  doubt,  which  his  mother  (who 
survives  him)  will  now  place  on  her  man- 
telpiece. 

With  the  old  obituary  order-taker  guy, 
the  obits  were  only  interesting  for  the  ages 
and  what  killed  them.  And  charity  work. 
That’s  what  really  buys  lines  in  an  obit. 



When  my  doctor  asks  me, 

“ Do  you  feel  you  need 
to  continue  medication?” 

I answer  “Yes!” 
with  conviction. 


This  kills  me.  Some  poor  slob  works  hard 
his  whole  life,  raises  a family,  travels,  fights 
in  a war,  builds  his  own  home,  and  90  per- 
cent of  his  obit  is  about  what  he  spent  one 
weekend  a month  doing.  Founder  of  the 
first  Boy  Scout  Troop  in  Sunny  Suburbia, 
California.  Sometimes  it’s  Salesman  of  the 
Year,  in  like,  1948  or  something,  and  they 
put  it  in.  Wow,  I’m  impressed. 

I find  this  all  very  fascinating  and  ut- 
terly depressing.  When  my  doctor  asks  me, 
“Do  you  feel  you  need  to  continue  med- 
ication?” I answer  “Yes!”  with  conviction. 
So  it  all  works  out.  They’re  dead.  I’m 
numb. 

I used  to  look  for  first-day  dead  peo- 
ple. The  first  day  an  obit  hit,  you  could  call 
information,  get  their  number,  and  hear 
the  voice  up  from  the  grave. 

Many  times,  usually  at  the  end  of  the 
month  when  I was  low  on  medicine  (try- 
ing to  make  one  day’s  worth  last  one  and  a 
half  days)  and  feeling  mean,  I would  leave 
a message  like,  “Hey,  I’ve  called  three 
times.  I’m  beginning  to  think  you’re  dead!” 
Laughed  like  hell,  too.  Or,  “Hey,  you 
sound  awful.  Are  you  sick  or  something? 
Maybe  you  should  see  a doctor....’’  One 
woman,  dead  at  32,  had  like,  Mariachi 
music  on  her  machine.  “Jeez,  that  music’s 
for  stiffs!”  I shouted.  Funny  stuff. 

But  that  was  before  the  current  Miss 
Ford.  Now  I have  respect  for  her  work  and 
take  no  pleasure  in  crank  phone  calls — or 
reading  the  obits  out  loud  like  Steve  Allen 
used  to  read  the  Letters  to  the  Editor:  "25 
years  with  Chevron  Oil  in  the  Shipping  De- 
partment." Twenty -five  years  in  the  Ship- 
ping Department!  Not  even  Head  of  the 
Department  or  Assistant  Manager.  Just 
slaving  away  for  oil  barons  until  you  drop! 
You  are  what  you  DO,  man.  Now  you 
ARE  fossil  fuel,  Charlie! 

It  makes  you  think.  And  for  someone 
like  me  who  is  not  perfectly  balanced  or 
calm  — but  special! — I think,  Why  am  I 
plodding  along  trying  to  make  it  in  a 
straight  world,  when  what  would  really 
look  good  in  Miss  Ford’s  eyes  is  if  I were  to 
rob  a bank,  jump  off  the  Golden  Gate 
Bridge,  be  the  first  inter-species  organ 
recipient  volunteer,  or  kidnap  someone 
famous?  The  reality  is  — it  all  boils  down 
to  typeface  so  small  that  your  life  can  be 
obscured  by  a strangers  thumb. 

I need  my  pill.  ^ 
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That  Night  I 
Had  a Dream 

John  Teall 


y'  DREAMT  I LANDED  in  a Flash 
V — S Gordon  spaceship  on  an  alien 
jungle  planet.  My  sensors  said  the  air  was 
breathable  so  I stripped  off  the  frogman 
suit  and  stepped  out  into  the  greenish  sun- 
light wearing  nothing  but  my  heavy  earth- 
issue  spaceman  boots.  As  I walked  down 
the  ramp  towards  the  surface,  a shadow 
passed  over  the  sun  and  I was  seized  by 
three  pairs  of  incredibly  strong  legs  covered 
with  prickly  thick  black  hairs.  I looked  up 
into  the  disco-ball  eyes  of  the  most  enor- 
mous butterfly  1 had  ever  seen,  and  the 
most  beautiful  as  well — wings  10,  15  feet 
across  flashing  gold  and  red  and  green  like 
two  living  beating  sunsets.  I let  my  head 
fall  back  and  my  arms  and  legs  flop,  giving 
up,  submitting  to  this  most  glorious  angel- 
queen  of  alien  butterflies,  and  before  we 
vanished  into  the  green-tinted  clouds  for- 
ever, I caught  one  upside-down  glimpse  of 
my  forlorn  Flash  Gordon  spaceship,  and 
my  reliable  stolid  spaceman  boots  lying 
surprised  and  abandoned  on  the  swampy 
jungle  floor.... 

YOU  WAKE  UP  in  the  morning  from 
dreams  of  flying,  exhausted,  needing 
another  six  hours  of  solid  loglike  un- 
dreaming sleep.  Instead,  you  get  out  of 
bed,  feeling  wrinkled  and  rumpled  like 
unwashed  sheets,  slap  on  jeans  and  a tee 
shirt,  and  hit  the  street. 

Coffee  is  needed.  You  curve  into  the 
coffeehouse  on  the  corner,  where  the  guy 
behind  the  counter  greets  you  by  name. 
For  a moment  you  stare  at  him  through 
hazy  thick  eyelids,  wondering  what  he 
wants  from  you.  Knowing  another  person’s 
name  is  having  a small  power,  like  a lock  of 
hair  or  a stolen  piece  of  jewelry. 

Mocha?  he  says. 

Mocha.  He  nods  and  turns  away  to 
manipulate  the  coffee  machinery.  You 
watch  him  working  — he  has  a smiling 
moon  eclipsing  the  sun  tattooed  on  his 
forearm  and  it  rises  and  sets  as  he  moves. 
His  arms  travel  smooth  well-worn  paths  in 
the  air,  turning  a knob,  holding  the  pitcher 
under  the  steamed-milk  wand. 

Two  bucks. 

You  pay  him  and  sit  down  at  a table  in 
the  back,  as  far  as  possible  from  the  morn- 
ing sun  crawling  up  the  front  windows. 
Watching  people  come  and  go  is  like  sit- 
ting on  the  beach,  watching  waves  breathe 
up  and  down  the  sand.  This  coffeehouse  is 
at  the  bottom  of  a long  hill,  and  every 
morning  the  businesspeople  descend  like 
the  marauding  vikings  they  are,  ordering 
their  nonfat  lattes  and  decaf  cappuccinos. 
There  are  people  here  whose  outfits  cost 
more  than  your  monthly  rent,  whose  shoes 
cost  more  money  than  you  see  in  a good 
week.  You  recognize  a few  of  them  from 
your  spot  downtown,  balding  white  men 
with  tight  shoes. 

Youve  become  a shoe  critic,  you  realize 
now,  with  the  sudden  clarity  that  comes  from 
drinking  strong  coffee.  When  you’re  down- 
town you  re  at  shoe  level,  watching  them 
scurry  and  clip-clop  and  plod  by,  waiting 
for  a pair  to  stop  before  you  look  up.  Why 
wear  uncomfortable  shoes?  Life  is  too 
short.  You  look  down  at  your  own  faded 
Chuck  Taylors — they  serve  you  well  for  six 
or  eight  months  straight  and  then  collapse 
into  canvas  tatters  in  the  space  of  three  or 
four  days,  and  then  you  go  spend  20  bucks 


on  a brand  new  pair  and  repeat  the  cycle. 

With  your  mocha  reduced  to  cold  em- 
bers at  the  bottom  of  your  glass,  you  buy  a 
bagel  to  eat  on  your  way  downtown  and  go 
out  to  wait  for  the  bus.  At  the  bus  stop  are 
flat  revolving  seats  the  city  has  installed  to 
keep  the  homeless  from  sleeping  on 
benches;  you  sit  on  one  and  look  up  at  the 
white  specks  of  airplanes  tracing  etch-a- 
sketch  lines  across  the  sky.  Watching  wisps 
of  gulls  losing  each  other  in  sunshine  gives 
you  a brief  d£j£  vu  flash  of  last  nights 
dream  that  just  as  quickly  is  forgotten 
again.  Something  about  flying,  "the  statue 
of  liberty,  sailing  away  to  sea....” 

The  bus  comes  and  you  ride  downtown 
with  your  eyes  closed,  trying  to  hear  and 
feel  where  you  are  without  looking.  You 
know  where  the  bus  turns  up  onto  Market 
Street,  but  without  eyes  you  always  think 
it’s  about  to  happen  when  it’s  still  far  away. 
Sight  must  move  more  quickly  than  hearing. 

You  walk  a couple  of  blocks  into  the 
Financial  District  to  your  spot  and  take  the 
cardboard  sign  out  of  your  backpack: 

POEMS— $2 

(Love  Poems  Extra) 

You  sit  on  the  sidewalk  with  your  back 
against  the  gold-speckled  shiny  black  wall. 
By  tilting  your  head  you  can  just  barely 
see  the  top  of  the  frowning  building  across 
the  street.  Ever  since  picking  out  this  spot 
a few  months  ago,  you’ve  thought  of  that 
building  as  angry,  or  maybe  not  angry  but 
irritable  — its  toes  cold  and  wet  buried  in 
mud  and  concrete,  its  bare  head  needing  a 
beanie  to  protect  it  from  the  wind  and  fog. 
Grumpy. 

The  old  man  sitting  in  the  newsstand 
on  the  corner  teeter-totters  over  and  gives 
you  a howyadoin  and  a free  paper.  You  read 
the  funnies  and  your  horoscope  and  then 
roll  it  up  for  a pillow  to  sit  on. 

Soon  the  first  early  lunchers  appear, 
pasty-  and  pastry-faced,  hurrying  over  to 
the  slice-of-pizza  place  and  back.  It’s  almost 
1 1 o clock  and  they’ve  probably  been  work- 
ing five  or  sue  hours  already,  and  probably 
have  another  five  or  sue  to  go.  Amazing. 

One  stops  in  front  of  you,  rocking 


gently  back  and  forth  in  his  fancy  brown 
leather  shoes  like  one  of  those  inflatable 
clowns  that  always  roll  back  toward  you 
when  you  punch  them.  Your  first  customer. 

I'd  like  a poem,  he  says.  You  look  at  his 
gray  face  and  crooked  red  tie  and  say. 
Anything? 

Anything. 

You  hunch  over  your  notebook,  think 
a moment,  then  scribble  like  mad  and  rip 
the  page  off  and  hand  it  to  him.  He  reads 
it,  either  very  slowly  or  repeatedly,  and  jams 
it  into  a suit  pocket  to  reach  for  his  wallet. 
Thanks. 

As  lunchtime  really  gets  going,  you 
write  two  or  three  more,  then  you  actually 
have  someone  waiting  while  you’re  writing. 
A line!  On  your  all-time  best  day  you  made 
42  dollars  and  had  at  one  point  three  peo- 
ple waiting  in  line. 

The  guy  who  waited  crumples  his  poem 
and  throws  it  down  in  your  lap,  saying,  You 
call  this  poetry?  It  doesn’t  even  rhyme! 

After  he  walks  off  without  paying,  you 
smooth  the  poem  flat  again  and  re-read  it: 

The  sun  comes  up  like 
rising  bread  and  pushes 
its  way  into  the  sky, 
the  oven  of  heaven, 
and  that  fabulous  scent 
of  freshly  baked  bread 
puts  a smile  in  your  dream 
and  you  wake  up  happy 

You  were  actually  kind  of  pleased  with 
that  one.  figuring  it  was  really  the  rhythms 
and  the  image  that  made  it.  Who  cares 
about  rhyming? 

You  keep  all  the  rejected  poems  in  the 
back  of  your  notebook,  nine  of  them  now 
including  this  one.  Strange  that  they’re  some 
of  your  favorites.... 

By  2:00  or  2:30  the  sidewalks  are  al- 
most empty  again,  the  tidal  flow  ebbing 
back  into  the  buildings  around  you,  suck- 
ing in  all  the  gray  and  blue  suits.  You  can 
see  only  one  wayward  pedestrian,  two  or 
three  blocks  away,  reduced  to  a matchstick 
of  blue  dress  and  white  or  blonde  hair. 
She’s  moving  slowly,  wandering  from  one 
edge  of  the  sidewalk  to  the  other  like  a sail- 


boat tacking  upwind.  Her  dress,  you  see  as 
she  approaches,  is  cut  square  like  a sailor  suit. 

She  stops  in  front  of  you  and  smiles 
like  someone  who  needs  to  think  about 
how  to  smile. 

I’d  like  a love  poem. 

Is  it  for  you,  or  are  you  giving  it  to 
someone  else? 

The  smile  closes.  For  me.  How  much 
extra  is  it? 

Whatever  you  think  it’s  worth. 

She  needs  a good  one,  she  looks  like 
she’s  never  been  sent  flowers,  she  looks  like 
she’s  never  walked  hand  in  hand  with  her 
lover  through  the  rain,  she’s  never  drowsed 
her  way  into  Sunday  afternoon  tracing  the 
length  of  a lover’s  body  with  her  fingertips. 
She  looks  like  she  hasn’t  been  kissed  in  a 
really  long  time. 

You  hand  her  the  poem: 

I would  like  to  take  you  home 
and  open  your  rosy  petals 
one  by  one 
I love  you 
/ love  you  not 
I love  you 
I love  you  not 

She  reads  it  and  the  careful  smile  opens 
carelessly;  she  lets  a five-dollar  bill  flutter 
down  to  you  like  a square  green  butterfly 
and  walks  slowly  away.  You  can  sec  her  smile 
moving  ahead  of  her,  perfuming  the  air. 

You  put  your  notebook  away,  smiling 
your  own  smile,  and  walk  back  down  to- 
wards Market  Street. 

♦♦♦ 

HAT  NIGHT  I had  a dream.  I dreamt 
I was  in  a crowd  of  people,  and  every 
time  one  of  them  smiled,  a pink  thick- 
winged butterfly  lifted  off  their  lips  and 
flapped  heavily  up  into  the  air.  And  every 
time  one  of  them  frowned,  a gray  and 
brown  lizard  slipped  from  their  mouths 
and  wriggled  down  to  the  ground. 

And  everyone  was  so  busy  watching 
the  sticky-winged  butterflies  collide  and 
peel  themselves  off  each  other,  nobody  saw 
the  chunky  little  lizards  slinking  away 
across  the  muddy  field.  ^ 
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Wild  Heart 

Andrea  N.  Rubin 


/ HAT  SUMMER  IN  BOSTON, 
^ Alice  thought  God  had  bro- 
ken his  promise  and  sent  another  flood.  It 
rained  for  30  days  and  30  nights.  Her 
friend  Paul  died  on  one  of  the  wettest 


nights.  For  weeks  before  he  died,  a vision 
appeared  to  Alice,  of  a long  black  car  with 
opaque  windows  on  a winding  road,  trav- 
eling at  a steady  speed  on  a wet,  windy 
night.  Two  men  with  blank  faces  sat  in  the 
front  seat. 

Alice  had  to  work  many  weekends  at 
the  library,  for  depressed  people  who  did 
not  make  it  to  work.  By  the  time  she  finally 
had  a day  off  on  a Monday,  she  panicked 
from  being  alone.  After  the  comfort  of 
morning  coffee,  she  lay  for  a long  time  on 
her  couch,  not  knowing  how  she  would 
spend  the  entire  day  that  stretched  full  of 
puddles  before  her.  Finally,  she  got  her 
raincoat  out  of  the  closet  and  went  for  a 
walk.  After  a block,  she  realized  she  had 
forgotten  her  umbrella.  She  thought  of  her 
friend  Paul  sunk  deep  into  the  wet  ground. 
Two  strong  men  could  barely  lift  the  mud 
with  their  shovels  to  cover  the  coffin  after 
they  lowered  it  into  its  hole. 

She  was  waiting  in  front  of  the  Purity 
Supreme  supermarket  for  a red  light  to  turn 
green,  when  a city  bus  with  blue  and  yel- 
low stripes  pulled  up  beside  her.  She  real- 
ized then  that  she  was  standing  at  a bus 
stop.  She  recognized  the  driver,  who  liked 
to  flirt  with  her  when  she  rode  with  him. 

“Are  you  lost?”  he  asked.  Curly  gray- 
ing hair  was  just  visible  around  the  edges  of 
his  beret.  He  was  tall  and  slender  and  wore 
his  uniform  like  a tuxedo. 


She  nodded  and  got  on,  sitting  down 
behind  the  drivers  seat.  She  leaned  against 
the  partition.  She  could  feel  his  seat  bump 
against  it  at  the  stops,  the  way  the  weight 
of  a cat  shifts  when  you  carry  it  in  a carrying 
case.  She  read  the  signs  printed  on  various 
parts  of  the  walls  and  ceiling  of  the  bus: 
SUDDEN  STOPS  SOMETIMES  NECESSARY. 
It  comforted  her  to  contemplate  PLEASE 
HOLD  ON.  The  maxim  SAFETY  REQUIRES 
AVOIDING  UNNECESSARY  CONVERSA- 
TION, on  the  other  hand,  demanded  so- 
phisticated powers  of  discernment. 

Alice  did  not  speak  to  the  bus  driver, 
believing  that  any  words  out  of  her  mouth 
in  her  frame  of  mind  would  fall  into  the 
category  of  unnecessary  and  unsafe  con- 
versation. But  she  needed  to  talk  to  some- 
one. She  dug  her  hand  with  its  bitten  nails 
deep  into  the  peanut  shells,  wrappers,  pen- 
cils, batteries,  rubber  bands,  and  ticket 
stubs  in  her  bag.  Surrounding  the  jumble, 
she  found  some  old  and  dirty  wrinkled  fly- 
ers for  films  and  lectures  at  the  Boston 
Public  Library.  Her  fingers  curled  around 
a sticky  Bic  pen,  which  she  withdrew  along 
with  the  flyers.  She  began  to  write.  First, 
she  copied  the  signs  from  the  bus. 

She  looked  out  the  window  now  and 
then,  but  no  intersection  appealed  to  her. 
She  dreaded  an  unfamiliar  neighborhood, 
and  dreaded  even  more  the  teenager- 
infested  and  aptly  named  Arsenal  Mall. 

The  rain  streamed  down  the  outsides 
of  the  windows.  This  is  our  ark,  she  thought. 
This  is  our  ark,  and  each  person  on  this  bus 
will  couple  with  one  other  person.  From  us 
will  be  born  the  world  of  the  future. 

She  looked  around  the  bus  at  the  fu- 
ture. A collection  of  white-haired  women 
filled  the  front  seats  near  Alice.  A collection 
of  teenagers  in  baseball  caps  and  baggy 
pants  bounced  up  and  down  in  the  back 
seats.  In  the  middle  was  a mix  of  mothers 
with  children,  a man  in  paint-spattered 
overalls,  and  a professorial  type  with  glasses 
and  a book.  One  man  talked  to  anyone 
who  would  listen,  “And  then  I got 


wounded  in  Nam  in  ’65.  It  has  never  been 
the  same  since...” 

Since  Alice  was  the  only  woman  of 
reproductive  age  near  the  bus  driver,  she 
imagined  it  would  be  her  job  to  pair  with 
him. 

They  neared  the  end  of  the  line  in 
Waltham.  She  could  not  imagine  leaving 
the  bus.  The  predictable  bus  route  soothed 
her,  as  did  the  rhythmic  stops  and  starts — 
until  a jolt  pushed  Alice  sharply  forward  in 
her  seat.  She  saw  through  the  front  window 
that  the  bus  had  halted  to  avoid  a motor- 
cycle that  had  whizzed  past  a stop  sign. 

$ 

The  rain  streamed  down 
the  outsides  of  the 
windows.  This  is  our  ark, 
she  thought.  This  is  our 
ark,  and  each  person  on 
this  bus  will  couple  with 
one  other  person. 


This  reminded  Alice  that  a moving  ve- 
hicle could  not  be  as  predictable  as  she 
might  wish.  She  pictured  the  bus  driver’s 
foot  on  the  brake.  Every  sensation  that  she 
felt  on  the  bus  came  from  an  intention  of 
the  bus  driver.  Riders  have  the  illusion  that 
bus  and  driver  serve  them,  but  really, 
mused  Alice,  passengers  are  at  the  mercy  of 
the  bus  driver.  The  bus  driver  might  easily 
choose  not  to  stop  at  designated  stops,  or 
choose  to  slam  50  people  into  a van  cross- 
ing an  intersection  on  a green  light.  He 
might  choose  to  turn  left  or  right  off  his 
route.  Perhaps  the  driver  might  bring 
everyone  to  his  own  house  and  make  lunch 
for  them,  or  deliver  each  passenger  to  his  or 
her  own  doorstep.  Bus  routes  — imagina- 
tion and  illusion. 

After  she  wrote  this  last  down  on  her 
scrap  of  paper,  Alice  saw  the  town  square, 
lush  and  green  with  rain,  and  wondered 
what  she  would  do.  She  was  now  so  far 
from  home  that  she  would  have  to  stay  on 
the  bus  until  it  brought  her  back  to  her 
neighborhood  again. 


She  looked  over  all  she  had  scribbled 
in  her  dark  dreamy  gloom.  In  a corner  of  a 
page  she  saw  a scrawled  poem: 

Safety  requires 
I love  you 

Avoiding  unnecessary 
Though  you're  not  mine 
Conversation 
Sudden  stops 
To  hold  your  hand 
Sometimes  necessary 
At  every  red  light. 

Looking  up,  Alice  saw  that  no  one 
remained  on  the  bus  except  her  and  the 
driver.  She  tore  off  the  corner  of  the  page 
that  contained  the  poem.  The  bus  shivered 
and  then  became  silent,  and  the  driver 
turned  to  give  Alice  a questioning  look. 

“I  thought  you  might  like  to  see  this,” 
she  said. 

He  squinted  at  the  scrap  of  paper  for 
a few  minutes  and  then  stood  up  to  kiss 
Alice’s  cheek. 

I will  keep  this  right  here  in  my 
pocket,  the  same  pocket  over  my  heart 
where  I want  to  keep  you,  Sweetheart.” 

At  that  moment  she  noticed  his  wed- 
ding ring. 

“I  guess  you’re  married,"  Alice  said. 

I guess  so,  too,”  the  bus  driver  sighed, 
‘But  why  are  you  so  down  today?” 

“Oh,  you  know,  fall  in  love  easily. 
You're  lucky  to  be  married." 

“Married  people  fall,  too,"  he  said. 
“They  just  have  to  be  careful,"  he  added. 

He  held  her  tightly  and  kissed  her 
once  on  the  lips. 

“I  better  just  take  you  home,  a sweet 
young  thing  like  you." 

He  gave  Alice  a squeeze.  Then  he 
turned  around  with  another  sigh  and 
pressed  the  buttons  above  the  drivers  seat 
to  change  the  destination  of  his  bus. 
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Honorable  Mention  Poetry 


uman  Remains 


I 

After  the  tea  in  the  near-empty  pot 

has  cooled  and  the  table  litter  of  muffin  crumbs 

and  buttered  knives  invites  departure, 

after  this  mornings  news  is  tossed 

unwanted  on  the  pile  to  be  recycled, 

the  words  unsaid  mingle  with  those  spoken 

in  the  rising  air  and  drift  away 

all  as  one  from  our  notice. 


Ill 

Sweeping  the  leaves  from  the  front  porch, 

we  have  readied  the  house  for  the  abandonment  of  winter. 

In  the  bedroom,  the  mattress  stripped  and  bare 

reveals  old  stains,  the  empty  dresser  tilts 

without  the  book  of  poems  we  used  to  prop  it  up. 

Cupboards  gape  where  moth  dust  will  gather 

in  the  cracked  china  bowl,  and  a half-full  jar 

of  lavender  honey  is  left  as  a promise. 


II 

She  wears  a red  dress  to  the  wedding 
and  kicks  her  shoes  off  in  the  car  driving  home, 
her  feet  weary  from  smiling  in  too-high  heels. 
She  thinks  she  made  a good  impression. 

The  grey  and  white  cat  greets  her  at  the  door 
delicately  poising  on  its  hind  legs  to  sniff 
and  mew  the  classic  question  of  those  left  behind 
“Where  have  you  been?” 


IV 

On  the  TV  tonight  was  the  story  of  the  bones 
found  midst  the  tire  iron  and  an  army  blanket, 
in  the  trunk  of  a white  Sedan  de  Ville. 

How  no  one  has  a claim  on  them  and  no  ones 
missed  or  missing,  by  all  official  measures. 
How  a woman  could  be  flung  in  violence 
or  slip  in  silence,  bleaching  to  a purity 
and  lightness  in  the  sheltered  dark. 


Jane  Ellen  Rubin 
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Honorable  Mention  Non-Fiction 




Don’t  Look  Down 

E.  Eastman 


v — f J URING  LAST  YEAR’S  EYE 
^ examination.  Dr.  Kennedy 

uttered  the  “B"  word. 

"Bifocals,”  she  said.  After  30  years  of 
looking  at  life  through  ground  glass 
mounted  on  the  bridge  of  my  nose,  I cried. 

“Must  we  say  it  out  loud?”  I asked, 
wiping  away  the  tears. 

Along  with  graying  hairs,  sagging  fa- 
cial features,  and  an  expanding  waistline, 
bifocals  symbolize  old  age.  In  my  extended 
Italian  family,  every  one  of  the  aunts  and 
uncles  wore  glasses  with  lines  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  lens:  an  entire  generation  bifo- 
cally  bespectacled.  I bore  silent  and 
humorous  witness  to  their  heads  bobbing 
up  and  down  while  reading  the  newspaper 
or  dialing  a telephone. 

The  first  hint  of  a genetic  similarity 
came,  for  me.  in  the  eighth  grade.  Because 
my  pilot  of  a father,  who  never  needed 
glasses,  retired  from  the  Air  Force,  the  fam- 
ily relocated  from  Spain  to  a suburb  of 
Boston.  Massachusetts.  Holbrook  Junior 
High  became  my  first  American  school  in 
four  years.  At  the  age  of  12,  new  to  the 
neighborhood  and  new  to  the  country,  I 
wanted  to  fit  in.  In  order  not  to  attract  at- 
tention, I sat  in  the  back  of  class.  That 


worked  except  in  math.  I couldn’t  see  the 
algebraic  equations  on  the  board.  I wanted 
to  see  them,  I needed  to  see  them,  but  I 
didn’t  want  to  sit  in  front. 

Each  time  the  teacher  erased  the 
board,  I winced.  After  class  I stood  and 
stared  at  the  hieroglyphics  left  behind  in 



In  my  extended  Italian 
family , every  one  of 
the  aunts  and  uncles  wore 
glasses  with  lines  in  the 
middle  of  the  lens : an 
entire  generation 
bifocally  bespectacled. 


casual  disarray.  Eventually,  the  teacher 
caught  on  and  suggested  that  my  eyes  be 
examined. 

In  that  first  examination  I learned  that 
my  name  commands  the  top  of  the  eye 
chart.  I have  spent  hours,  over  the  years, 
making  an  E with  three  fingers  and  direct- 
ing them  north,  south,  east,  and  west.  Dr. 
Anapole,  the  revered  family  optometrist, 
was  old,  the  office  older,  and  the  selection 


Honorable  Mention  Poetry 

«> 


d^h 


e Therapeutic  Hour 


Even  if  it  isn’t  raining, 

next  time  I come 

I’m  bringing  an  old  blanket. 

I’m  bringing  a broom,  too. 

I’m  going  to  hang  the  blanket  from  the  little  chair 
to  the  arm  of  the  black  sofa.  I can 
make  the  roof  stay  up  with  my  broom. 

If  you’ll  let  me  use  your  books 
I can  make  walls. 

I can  bring  raisins,  and  chocolate  milk. 

The  only  thing  is, 

I II  feel  funny  if  you  just  watch. 

Would  you  like  me  to  bring  two  blankets?  You  could 
use  your  desk  where  you  usually 
don’t  let  me  go,  and  the  big  chair. 

I can  bring  enough  raisins  for  two. 

We  could 
go  back  and  forth. 


Nancy  Sully 
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of  glasses  impossibly  old-fashioned.  It  was 
1964  and  glasses  had  not  become  the  fash- 
ion accessory  they  are  today. 

After  that,  I sported  thick,  heavy,  for- 
bidding glasses  — glasses  that  shouted, 
'Studious!  Make  way  for  his  books"  A lim- 
ited choice  of  glasses  lined  the  shelves  of  a 
creaking  cabinet  of  the  examining  room 
each  year  I visited:  dark  and  gnarly  tor- 
toiseshell priest-like  glasses;  slick,  sleazy 
aviator  glasses;  or  dull  black  or  brown  plas- 
tic frames. 

Of  those  many  pairs  of  glasses  I wore 
in  the  early  years,  my  favorite  became  my 
grandfathers:  round,  gold,  wire-rimmed, 
and,  frankly,  old-fashioned  glasses. 

Through  my  teens  I wore  glasses.  I 
worried  about  what  I looked  like. 

“Nerd,”  people  said  when  they  saw 
my  high  school  picture  in  the  yearbook. 

“Studious,”  my  Aunt  Lil  declared. 

“Four  eyes,"  my  siblings  taunted,  star- 
ing at  me  with  20-20  vision. 

But  most  of  all  I worried  about  what 
to  do  with  my  glasses  in  gym  class,  where 
they  fogged  in  the  heat  of  the  gymnasium, 
making  me  more  clumsy  than  I already 
was.  And  I worried  when  I necked  that  the 
glasses  would  bump  off  my  face,  hanging 
from  one  ear  as  I struggled  to  keep  my  lips 
locked  with  my  partner.  I didn’t  need  them 
for  petting  and  carefully  put  them  away  in 
their  case.  But  necking  was  a problem.  I 
wanted  to  see  that  meaningful  look  in  the 
girl’s  eyes,  indicating  the  next  step  we  could 
. take  in  that  intricate  dance  of  dating. 

I graduated  to  contact  lenses  in  my 
first  year  of  college.  While  they  solved  the 
problems  of  fogged  lenses  and  reading  fem- 
inine eye  signals,  contact  lenses  presented 
other  problems.  Washing  and  disinfecting 
the  lenses  every  night  made  me  feel  like  a 
junior  chemist.  I returned  to  the  specs. 

AND  SO  THE  YEARS  PASSED.  How  I 
envied  my  peers  with  perfect  eyesight. 

I couldn’t  find  my  way  around  a room 
without  my  glasses.  At  night  I whispered 
prayers  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  asking 
for  the  miracle  that  would  restore  my 
blurred  vision  to  normalcy.  And  every 
morning,  I fumbled  for  my  glasses. 

Last  year,  after  Dr.  Kennedy  said  the 
B word,  I spent  another  year  stubbornly 
lifting  my  glasses  to  peer  at  the  tiny  print, 
like  the  nutrition  information  on  a candy 
bar  or  the  movie  times  in  the  newspaper. 

"Consider  bifocals,  dear,”  an  octoge- 
narian patient  of  mine  said  as  I clumsily 
took  her  pulse,  peering  at  the  second  hand 
of  my  watch  with  my  glasses  perched  on 
my  forehead. 

I gave  in. 

My  new,  trendy  anti-glare,  rimless, 
celadon  templed  glasses  are  called  “pro- 
gressives. The  brochure  welcomed  me  to 
a life  without  bifocals:  I skipped  a stage  in 
the  technology. 


These  glasses  would  allow  me  to  sec  at 
different  lengths:  a new  dimension  of  vi- 
sual comfort  and  appearance.  No  annoying 
lines.  Natural  vision  without  unnatural 
head  movements.  A wider  range  of  vision. 



The  next  morning  they 
did  errands  with  me: 

I stumbled I lurched;  I 
wrote  bad  checks.  My  head 
bobbed  incessantly.  I 
learned  finally , and  in 
frustration , to  point  my 
nose  directly  at  the  object  I 
needed  to  see,  like  a 
German  short-hair  pointer 
indicating  its  prey. 


It  was  lucky  that  the  first  time  I put 
them  on,  I was  safely  at  home.  After  a mere 
30  minutes,  I suffered  a persistent  and  pen- 
etrating headache.  I shelved  them.  The 
next  morning  they  did  errands  with  me:  I 
stumbled;  I lurched;  I wrote  bad  checks. 
My  head  bobbed  incessantly. 

I learned  finally,  and  in  frustration,  to 
point  my  nose  directly  at  the  object  I 
needed  to  see,  like  a German  short-hair 
pointer  indicating  its  prey.  But  I couldn't 
look  down  without  a sense  of  vertigo,  as 
objects  such  as  the  swirled  designs  of  floral 
rugs  spun  in  and  out  of  focus. 

I was  so  frightened  of  looking  down 
that  I missed  obvious  impediments  to  my 
passing.  I tripped  on  dog  feces,  discarded 
syringes,  and  uneven  pavement.  I hurried 
home  to  lie  down  and  discovered  that  I 
could  not — at  least  not  in  front  of  the  tele- 
vision. At  that  neck  angle,  the  progressives 
are  ground  for  close-up  viewing,  and  peo- 
ple on  the  screen  registered  fuzzy  in  my 
visual  cortex. 

I could  not  find  the  ends  of  the  shirt 
stuck  in  the  zipper  of  my  pants.  And  if, 
God  forbid,  I were  to  contract  crabs  and 
have  to  search  for  the  critters,  I would  need 
to  learn  yoga  to  visually  access  my  pubic 
area. 

The  brochure  warned  me,  finally,  that 
there  would  be  a period  of  a few  days  while 
my  eyes  and  brain  learned  how  to  use  the 
progressives.  Perfectly  normal. 

TWO  WEEKS  PASSED,  and  now  I wear 
them  every  day.  I find  that  I can  no 
longer  peek  from  the  periphery  of  my 
glasses  at  other  people’s  lives:  I must  turn 
my  head.  I can  cope  with  that. 

I feel  my  head  bobbing  up  and  down 
as  I read  a newspaper  or  dial  a telephone.  I 
can  deal  with  that. 

But  you  know  what?  I still  can’t  look 
down.  I cant  slouch  in  my  seat  at  the 
movies  without  the  screen  distorting.  I 
cant  sip  a soda  and  not  have  the  world  go 
from  clear  to  chaos. 

And  thanks  to  the  new  eyewear,  my 
graying  hairs,  sagging  facial  features,  and 
expanding  waistline  are  excruciatingly  and 
painfully  clear  in  the  morning  mirror. 

But  I’ve  found  a way  to  deal  with  all 
that:  I take  off  the  glasses.  $ 


Honorable  Mention  Non-Fiction 

* 


Naked  God 

John  Horan 


« 


SK  YOUR  DAD,"  I heard 
my  wife  say  in  a soft 
voice,  respectful  of  the  quiet  basilica  at 
Mission  Carmel. 

“Hey,  Dad!  Who’s  the  naked  guy?” 
Megan  yelled  from  where  they  stood  in 
front  of  the  ornate  side  altar. 

I moved  quickly  over  to  her,  careful 
not  to  make  eye  contact  with  the  half- 
dozen  people  who  were  kneeling  or  sitting 
in  the  pews. 

“That’s  Jesus,"  I answered  softly,  try- 
ing to  influence  her  with  my  tone  of  sup- 
plication. "Remember  the  Baby  Jesus  from 
Christmas?  Well,  that’s  him  when  he  grew 


“Well,  why  is  he  all. . .dirty?  And  why 
is  he  wearing  a torn-up  skirt?"  she  asked 
even  louder  than  before,  unable  to  control 
her  precocious  laugh.  “A  man  in  a skirt?!” 
“Umm...well — " I herded  her  to- 
ward the  door,  past  the  large  sign  extolling 
us  tourists  to  PLEASE  BE  QUIET  — RE- 
SPECT THOSE  PRAYING.  “He  was  just  hav- 
ing a bad  day,”  I continued,  grateful  that  it 
wasn’t  one  of  the  more  gruesome  crucifixes. 
“It  was  actually  his  worst  day,  but  I’ll  tell 
you  about  it  outside." 


<§> 

“Hey,  Dad!  Who's  the 
naked  guy?"  Megan  yelled 
from  where  they  stood  in 
front  of  the  ornate  side 
altar.  I moved  quickly 
over  to  her,  careful  not  to 
make  eye  contact  with 
the  half-dozen  people  who 
were  kneeling  or  sitting 
in  the  pews. 


I WASN'T  THE  LEAST  BIT  embarrassed 
by  my  little  heathen.  Rather,  I was  fasci- 
nated with  the  prospect  of  giving  her  more 
information  and  hearing  what  she’d  have  to 
say  about  it. 

I had  first  wondered  about  how  to 
broach  the  topic  of  religion  with  Megan  a 
couple  of  Christmases  ago,  when  she  saw 
one  of  those  life-size  plastic  nativity  scenes. 
“Daddy,  who  are  those  people  on  that 
lawn?”  Some  well-installed  guilt  nattered  at 
me:  Why  haven’t  you  taken  your  child  to 
church ? Why  didn’t  you  get  her  baptized ? 
Accepting  that  I had  become  one  of  those 
“fallen-away”  Catholics  (despite  the  dire 
warnings  in  parochial  school),  I blew  it  off 
with  the  belief  that  if  I made  my  child  do 
something  that  I didn’t  do  or  didn’t  believe 
in,  I would  just  be  teaching  her  hypocrisy. 


I think,  however,  that  I have  a little 
existentialist  on  my  hands.  She  once,  at 
around  3 years  old,  came  into  the  kitchen 
despondent  about  something  and  said,  “I 
am  nothing." 

Trying  to  bring  some  parental  love, 
guidance,  and  psychology  to  the  situation, 
I asked,  “Oh,  but  if  you’re  nothing,  who 
am  I?" 

"You’re  nothing.  You’re  nobody,"  she 
replied. 

“Here,  would  you  like  sockie?”  I of- 
fered her  the  old  pink  baby  sock  we  were 
forbidden  to  wash,  her  favorite  lovey.  I fig- 
ured it  would  be  more  effective  than  me  at 
that  point. 

“Yeah.  I'll  smoke  it  like  a pacifier,"  she 
replied,  snapping  it  out  of  my  hand.  A 
most  sardonic  quote  from  a child  of  any 
age.  I sat  back  and  assured  her  that  I would 
“be  here”  if  she  needed  me,  and  tried  to  dis- 
miss the  slight  nagging  doubt  as  to  my  own 
existence  that  her  comments  had  planted. 

It  would  be  much  less  nerve-racking  if 
she’d  just  buy  the  God  stuff  on  the  normal 
menu. 

My  wife  once  bought  a used  kids' 
book  called  something  like  Hugs  for  Little 
Ones.  I looked  through  it  critically  and 
judged  it  to  be  sweet,  well-meaning,  but 
sophomoric  prose-poetry.  My  scanning 
eye  then  caught  the  word  "God”  in  one  of 
the  pieces.  On  further  scrutiny  I found  that 
Hugs  was  written  by  Debbie  Boone  (the 
crossover  Christian  rock  singer?  Evi- 
dently!). The  inscription  inside  the  cover 
read,  "To  Tyler,  Merry  Christmas  — Love, 
Gramma  and  Grandpa."  Since  this  was 
Berkeley  where  my  wife  bought  it,  and  the 
book  was  brand  new,  I could  see  a pair  of 
30-ish  grad  students  chucking  little  Tylers 
book  into  the  used  bookstore  box  as  soon 
as  Gramma  and  Grandpa  drove  off. 

I decided  to  “send  it  to  hell”  likewise, 
and  threw  it  on  the  back  porch.  But  that 
very  night  Megan  found  it  and  brought  it 
to  me,  requesting  it  as  her  bedtime  story. 
Failing  to  talk  her  into  Goodnight  Moon  or 
The  Big  Red  Bam  or  even  Disney  Babies  at 
the  Beach,  and  being  a believer  in  inspired 
moments,  I decided  to  read  the  book,  lov- 
ingly and  verbatim. 

It  turned  out  to  be  a wonderful  expe- 
rience. The  authors  sincerity,  and  what 
seemed  to  be  real  love  for  children,  came 
shining  through  every  corny  piece.  It  was 
my  favorite  book  to  read  to  Megan  for  a 
while,  because  it  was  so... cuddly.  Even- 
tually, though,  Megan  asked  who  God  was. 


Cousins 


PAM  HI  A C.FRARD 


“Is  it  a person?  If  you  can  talk  to  him, 
he  must  be  a person.  Where  is  he? 

"What  do  you  mean  he’s  the  whole 
world?  How  can  a person  be  the  whole 
world?  He’s  the  wind?” 

The  more  I tried  to  explain  God  in 
Euclidian  terms — to  avoid  falling  back  on 
the  “it’s  a mystery”  routine  — the  more 
skeptical  she  became. 

AT  MISSION  CARMEL,  after  dealing 
with  statues  of  saints  with  flaming 
heads  and  why  the  padres  needed  soldiers 
with  all  those  swords  and  guns,  we  arrived 
at  the  gift  shop.  I managed  to  whisk  Megan 
past  their  collection  of  grisly  crucifixes  and 
the  holy  card  depicting  a blond,  effeminate 


Saint  Michael  shoving  his  sword  into  a 
goateed,  Hispanic-looking  Satan.  I di- 
rected her  to  something  pretty  she  might 
want  to  buy.  It  was  a lovely  gold-framed 
picture  of  Mary.  Queen  of  Heaven,  float- 
ing above  the  clouds  in  a pink  and  blue 
gown,  stars  encircling  her  head  and  rays  of 
grace  flowing  from  her  hands.  “Well,  hon- 
ey, the  story  is,  since  she  was  the  mother  of 
Jesus  she  didn’t  have  to  die.  She  just  floated 
up  into  heaven." 

"But,  Daddy,  how  can  she  breathe  up 
there?”  $ 


Honorable  Mention  Poetry 

<§> 

TV 

and  the  children  said 
they’d  seen  this  one  before 
someplace  like  Belfast 
or  Belgrade 

anyway  it  began  with  a B 

and  the  children  said 
why  is  she  crying 
that  isn’t  a real  baby 
is  it 

and  the  children  said 
they  were  going  outside 
they  were  tired  of  waiting 
for  the  dead  in  the  streets 
to  get  up  again 

and  the  children  said 
don’t  worry  it’s  okay 
we’re  only  playing 
and  anyway  it’s  not  loaded 

Mary  L.  R.  Johnson 
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Mavis’  Back  Yard 

Eileen  Malone 


f SHORT  DISTANCE  from 

V ^ w San  Francisco,  protected 

against  the  seawind  by  a bleached  wooden 
fence,  an  ancient  rosebush  still  presents  dark 
bloodied  roses  that  throw  out  a robust  per- 
fume. It  escapes,  spreading,  spreading  not 
as  a scent  but  as  a heavy-bodied  intoxica- 
tion that  only  old,  old  roses  can  produce. 

Tomorrow,  when  the  morning  fog 
lifts,  a bulldozer  will  flatten  not  only  these 
grandmotherly  roses,  but  the  entire  garden, 
smashing  orange  blossom,  geranium,  and 
mint  in  one  last  redolent  crush. 

The  garden  will  be  replaced  by  a block 
of  cement  and  plaster. 

Ironic  how  now  I call  it  a garden.  All 
that  time,  we  used  to  tell  her  how  it  wasn’t 
a garden,  not  by  any  stretch  of  the  imagi- 
nation. It  grew  much  too  madly  all  over  the 
place,  wildly  thick  with  earwigs  and  crawl- 
ing with  snails.  But  Mavis  didn't  under- 
stand our  way  of  discriminating.  Slugs  are 
part  of  the  order  of  things,  she  told  us, 
pulling  one  off  a small  cabbage  and  setting 
it  gently  on  a loose  lettuce  leaf.  The  veg- 
etable force  has  no  grudge  against  those  it 
feeds,  she  insisted.  Mavis  was  one  of  those 
throwbacks,  you  know,  the  kind  who  re- 
ceives things  undiluted. 

She  poured  over  magazines  and  books 
that  had  full-page  color  pictures  of  gardens. 
She  studied  them,  paused,  closed  her  eyes, 
and  tried  to  smell  and  hear  the  place.  Then 
she  planted  her  seeds  anywhere  she  chose. 
Tomatoes  next  to  roses,  marigolds  between 
onions.  Parsley  around  sweet  alyssum.  She 
didn  t care  what  the  books  said  about  what 
should  be  planted  with  what;  you  just  ask 
permission  and  go  ahead.  You  encourage 
children  to  play  nearby  because  happiness 
has  an  especially  good  effect  on  plants. 
And,  she  wagged  her  finger,  you  open  up 
to  them.  Don’t  be  like  you  are  with  people, 
submerged  under  your  own  dead  skin.  Na- 
ture is  something  to  be  stretched  out  to. 

There  are  certain  places,  I am  con- 
vinced, that  are  favored.  Whether  by  mag- 
netic or  even  more  subtle  forces,  they  are 
easily  felt  by  persons  susceptible  to  such 
things.  Many  of  them  are  held  sacred.  This 
one  will  end  up  as  a box  of  rental  units  and 
parking  stalls. 

I am  disheartened. 


Whenever  I got  to  thinking  too  much 
about  myself,  Mavis  would  smile  and  sug- 
gest that  I might  do  well  to  go  out  in  the 
back  yard  and  look  around.  I might  take  a 
particularly  long  look  at  a daisy.  The 
golden  center  is  a mass  of  botanically  per- 
fect miniature  blossoms,  each  complete 
with  stamen  and  pistil.  When  the  flower 
head  ripens,  it  produces  a whole  packet  of 
seeds.  If  they  can  find  a crack,  they  can 
grow  through  concrete. 

I wanted  her  to  make  my  mistakes 
right,  but  she  wanted  me  to  see  things,  to 
feel  the  pressure  of  succession,  the  slow  but 
certain  urge  of  change,  the  growth.  To 
know  through  this  green  world  that  some- 
thing beyond  my  own  restless  activity  is  at 
the  heart  of  things. 

1 didn't  want  her  to  die. 

She  responded  that  everything  fits 
into  place. 

Once,  the  fog  from  the  sea  was  espe- 
cially thick,  and  I found  her  standing 
under  the  willow.  In  a silver-green  late 
morning  light  she  stood  within  a vaporous 
veil  and  quivered  with  the  tree  like  a pale 
bride.  I waited  silently.  For  the  first  time  in 
my  life,  I just  stood  there  and  waited  until 
the  moment  passed.  I knew  it  was  the  per- 
fect thing  to  do. 

I told  her  I wanted  a higher  con- 
sciousness, a more  intimate  closeness  with 
God.  I thought  I might  hike  Yosemite  or 
raft  the  Grand  Canyon. 


Nature  is  not  in  the  teaching  business, 
she  snapped.  If  I would  just  drop  the  pre- 
cious lofty  aims  and  stop  making  so  damn 
much  noise,  perhaps  I could  hear  the  quiet 
voices  in  the  burst  of  a dandelion  puff. 
Everything  I needed  to  get  me  on  my  so- 
called  spiritual  path  was  right  here.  It’s  all 
right  here  in  this  very  back  yard. 

* 

Tomorrow,  a bulldozer 
will flatten  not  only  these 
grandmotherly  roses, 
but  the  entire  garden, 
smashing  orange  blossom, 
geranium,  and  mint  in  one 
last  redolent  crush. 


HE  REACHED  A POINT  where  she 
couldn’t  drive  anymore,  and  walking 
was  painful.  No  more  cold,  windblown 
strolls  along  the  pathless  beach.  No  more 
long  drives  down  the  coast  for  pumpkins 
and  artichokes.  She  was  not  sad  that  there 
was  loss.  No,  she  smiled  radiantly,  she  was 
filled  with  joy  that  what  was,  was.  More 
time  now  to  spend  in  the  garden,  she 
rubbed  her  hands  together,  to  explore  the 
wonders  of  her  back  yard. 

Unbelievably,  it  became  even  more 
abundant.  But  she  believed  in  abundance 
so,  of  course,  everything  multiplied.  She 
liked  lots  of  daffodils  clumped  in  full 
bloom,  and  would  exclaim  over  them  as 
though  they  were  a whole  garden  of  flow- 
ers. It  takes  the  breath  away,  doesn’t  it, 
when  you  think  of  whatever  moves  a bulb 
to  muster  forces  and  send  up  shoots  to 
catch  the  sunlight  and  begin  to  manufac- 
ture food  for  the  plant.  It  just  takes  the 


Honorable  Mention  Poetry 


$ 


d?Tc 


tory  With  No  Words 


Lets  say  the  girl  is  twelve, 
wearing  a black  one-piece  suit 
with  tiny  white  stars  on  it. 

The  boy  has  a shy  smile, 
no  hair  on  his  face. 

They  stand  with  their  toes  at  the  edge, 
arms  overhead  like  arrows 
and  dive,  splashing 
at  the  same  moment. 

She  recalls  water  down  her  sides 
as  she  silvered  under  the  blue. 

Eyes  open  in  another  element. 

And  later,  the  sun  shouting 

yellow,  yellow,  yellow 

to  her  dark  shoulders 

while  a hand  filled  with  blueberries 

lifted  towards  her  open  mouth. 

Years  later  when  asked 
why  she  liked  this  boy, 
she  can  t think  of  a single  word 
they  ever  said  to  each  other. 


Linda  Elkin 


breath  away. 

She  liked  bushes  that  rambled  and 
snarled  and  threw  out  berries  and  thorns  in 
keeping  with  their  temperament.  Once  she 
made  me  stick  my  hand  inside,  just  so  that 
I wouldn’t  be  afraid  to  do  it.  Nothing 
scratched,  nothing  bit,  nothing  crawled  on 
my  fingers.  I felt  a dark  dampness  and  cool 
rustling,  like  strands  of  a web,  against  my 
hand.  Most  of  all,  I felt  very  brave. 

The  garden  is  magical,  I told  her  once. 
No,  she  shook  her  head,  this  is  not  a gar- 
den, remember.  This  is  a back  yard.  Well, 
what  I really  wanted  to  address  was  the 
magic.  Doesn’t  everyone?  she  laughed. 

She’s  gone. 

Tomorrow,  this  back  yard  will  be  gone. 

Everywhere,  everywhere,  lilac  branches, 
exquisite  bird  nests,  miles  of  bougainvillea 
will  be  chopped,  stomped,  crushed  into  the 
mortar. 

Damn!  I’ve  fought  for  the  whales,  for 
the  rivers,  for  the  very  air  I breathe.  Couldn’t 
I have  fought  for  this?  Is  Mavis’  back  yard, 
like  all  gardens,  merely  a tiny  bubble  float- 
ing on  the  troubled  surface  of  the  world 
that  will  burst,  leaving  no  trace? 

So  they  will  smother  the  garden  like 
they  smother  everything  else — so  what? 

I don’t  know. 


4 

Once,  the  fog  from  the 
sea  was  especially  thick, 
and  I found  her  standing 
under  the  willow.  In  a 
silver-green  late  morning 
light  she  stood  within 
a vaporous  veil  and 
quivered  with  the  tree  like 
a pale  bride. 


Asouki  trom  San  Fran- 

cisco, sea  fog  and  ice  plant  swirl  around 
the  broken  fence  of  Mavis’  back  yard. 

A fluttering,  fleeting  ray  of  sun  catches 
pollengold  dust  on  the  amber  wings  of  a 
pausing  butterfly.  The  wind  rustles  and 
blows  the  willow  leaves  to  the  ground. 

A dandelion  puff  suddenly  swells  and 
explodes  like  the  big  bang  birth  of  a galaxy. 


❖ 
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Honorable  Mention  Fiction 

^ 

Happiness 

Al  Ujcic 


f ) f ER  FACE  WAS  parch- 
L/  mented  like  an  old  treaty. 
Yet  her  blue  eyes,  like  Adriatic  water, 
sparkled.  It  was  Decline  and  Spirit  fused,  a 
not  going  gentle  into  that  good  night  by 
someone  who’d  never  heard  of  Dylan 
Thomas. 

This  sunny  village  of  Veli  Brgud  was 
16  kilometers  from  the  remnants  of 
Austro-Hungarian  grandeur  on  the  stone- 
chip  Istrian  tourist  shoreline.  Back  behind 
the  yeasting  hills. 

She  lived  at  Number  35,  in  front  of 
which  she  now  sat  sorting  a pile  of  pota- 
toes, no  doubt  dug  up  by  her.  Violets  and 
irises  and  colorful  volunteers  surrounded 
her. 

I looked  into  my  cousins  eyes  from 
the  taxi  that  brought  me  here  from  my 
hotel  in  Opatija.  She  must  have  heard  the 
machine  before  she  saw  it,  because  she  was 
looking  alertly  and  inquisitively  my  way, 
taking  in  the  shining  Mercedes  Benz  hood 
symbol  and  slippery  nineties  sheetmetal 
ooze. 

Now  with  a start  she  recognized  me 
behind  the  safety  glass.  Her  surprise  made 
me  embarrassed  by  the  disproportion  of 
material  things:  her  grimy  hands  evaluat- 
ing spuds  and  my  soft  finger  plucking  at 
the  Mercedes’  comma  of  a door  handle. 


She  was  getting  up  as  I was  getting 
out.  We  met  in  an  embrace  in  the  court- 
yard, she  prying  herself  out  of  her  gnarl  in 
a sunny  memory  of  translucent  youth,  flirt- 
ing with  me.  She’d  never  been  more  than  a 
hundred  kilometers  from  here,  and  then 
only  once  on  foot  to  visit  the  grave  of  her 
husband:  he'd  fallen  as  a consequence  of 
some  stratagem  by  a general  or  corporal  in- 
spired to  advance  the  cause  of  an  emperor. 

We  squeezed,  and  her  squeeze  was 
durable,  strong  enough  to  lift  and  carry 
me,  if  she  had  had  to.  All  bones  and  sinew, 
she  cried  out  my  name,  and  I felt  her 
breath  rush  through  her.  And  we  danced,  I 
think,  me  being  careful  not  to  tread  on  her 
thinly  clad  feet  with  my  city  shoes. 

“Yes,  Maria,”  I said  to  my  cousin.  “It’s 
me.  I heard  you’d  died  but  I didn’t  believe 
it.” 

“But  I did  die,"  she  said. 

“So  did  I.” 

She  laughed.  “And  about  your  son,  the 
one  who  came  here  with  you  last  year  and 
then  married.” 

With  Maria  it  was  first  things  first. 
She’d  been  enchanted  by  my  son  and  he 
with  her.  “He  made  a baby.  Yes.” 

“And?” 

“Maria,  my  darling.  Why  are  you 
looking  at  me  that  way?” 

“You  know.  Don’t  tease  me.  Is  the 
baby  a boy?" 


“What  does  it  matter  if  it’s  a boy  or  a 
girl?  Honestly,  Maria.  What  if  the  family 
name  ended  here  and  now  because  it  was  a 
girl  baby?  My  older  son  has  a girl  and  I am 
thrilled  with  her.  I would  give  my  life  for 
her,  if  I had  a life  to  give.” 

“Come  in  the  house,”  Maria  said. 
“You  are  my  heart.”  The  90-year-old 
woman  crooned  my  name.  “Have  some  of 
Victors  wine." 

“But  not  with  cola,”  I said.  The  last 
time  I’d  visited  her,  Maria  insisted  that  I 
drink  the  wine,  homemade  by  her  bullock 
of  a bachelor  son,  with  a festive  squirt  of 
what  passed  for  a syrupy  carbonated  bev- 
erage in  this  country. 

It  was  cooler  in  the  small  stone  house, 
in  Maria’s  kitchen.  The  room  was  domi- 
nated, after  Maria,  by  her  wood  stove.  I 
saw  my  whimsical  reflection  in  the  ornate 
chrome  knobs  extending  like  broad  grins 
from  the  pale  enameled  surfaces.  She 
brought  out  a bottle  of  wine  with  a much 
used  cork  sticking  out  of  it,  a clean  glass, 
and  a liter  of  cola.  From  a cupboard  she  re- 
trieved a dish  of  cold,  boiled  and  quartered 
potatoes.  I drank  and  ate.  “The  potatoes 
look  like  snow  and  taste  like  cream,"  I said 
politely. 

“And  the  wine?  Is  the  wine  gone 
wrong?” 

“The  wine  is  good." 

“I’ll  tell  you,  after  you  tell  me  the  baby 
is  healthy,  why  I hope  the  baby  is  a boy.” 

“I  know  why." 

“Eat  and  shut  up.  I’ll  tell  you.  Because 
you  are  the  last  of  the  bloodline.  I mean 
your  sons  are.” 

“Maria...” 

“I  would  love  your  girl  granddaughter 
too,  if  I saw  her,  without  question  I would. 

I will  love  this  new  baby  whether  it  be  a 
boy  or  a girl.  Although  I’ll  never  see  your 
grandchildren  because  they  live  in  another 
world.  But  this  new  baby  will  be  the  last. 
And  if  this  baby  is  not  a boy,  it  means  our 


bloodline  comes  to  an  end  for  all  eternity." 

I threw  up  my  hands.  “I  don’t  care, 
Maria.  My  grandchildren  arc  alive  and 
healthy  and  full  of  promise.  The  6-year-old 
takes  tennis  lessons!” 

# 

She  was  getting  up  as  I 
was  getting  out.  We  met 
in  an  embrace  in  the 
courtyard?  she  prying 
herself  out  of  her  gnarl 
in  a sunny  memory  of 
translucent  youth? 
flirting  with  me. 


“Bloodlines!” 

“The  hell  with  bloodlines,  my 
beloved.  I am  a romantic  too,  but  I am 
telling  you,  grandson  or  granddaughter 
makes  no  difference  to  me.  I praise  life.” 
“You  are  an  outlaw.  A romantic  of 
your  own  sort.  It’s  in  our  blood.  Now  tell 
me.  Is  it  a boy  or  is  it  a girl?” 

“The  news  will  please  you." 

“It  will  please  me  either  way.” 

“It’s  a boy,  Maria.  It’s  a grandson." 

She  smiled  the  serene  smile  of  a 14- 
year-old  maiden.  “Well!” 

"My  son  wished  for  a boy  also,"  I ad- 
mitted to  her.  I was  happy.  I was  happy  that 
they  were  happy.  The  wine  was  good.  The 
cola  taste  was,  to  say  the  least,  unusual.  The 
cold  potato  grown  from  Maria's  plot  of 
earth  on  the  limestone  slopes  really  hit  the 
spot.  “Where  did  they  bury  us,  Maria?” 

“In  the  heart  of  your  grandchild.  " 
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f ieruse  the  Voice  with  A1  Fresco 
at  MikeyTom  Market 


Freshly  brewed  coffee,  espresso 
drinks,  teas  & delicious  pastries! 

MIKE  V TOM 

MARKET 


1747  Church  Street  (at  Day)  826-5757 

Open  7:00  am-9:00  pm  Mon-Sat. 
8:00  am-8:00  pm  Sunday 


Put  a top  producer  with 
16  yearn  experience  to 
work  for  you 

Call  Angela  Rabin 

474-1750 

ext.  209 

Two  Extraordinary 
Homeo  to  choose  from: 


Designer 
Dream  Home 

Extensively  remodeled 
3 Bed/ 3 Bath 

Sunny,  fenced  garden  $389,000 


Peaceful,  Sophisticated 
Townhouse 

Cook’s  kitchen  and  high-style 
private  patio,  views. 

*599,000 


Call  Angela  Rabin  for  details  and  a private  showing 
Specializing  in  delect 
San  Francisco  properties 

474-1750  ext.  209 


TRIA 

REALTORS 


Is  the  narrative  of  your  life 
tragedy  or  poetry? 

You  are  the  author  of  your  choices. 

Ctda  %pse6ury  Lighthitl,  MJL 

‘Psychotherapy 

"MFCC  Lie  #27325 

239-1315 

23rd  & Church  • VfptValky.S  J.  • Affordable  sliding  scale 


The  Preceding  Pages 
Have  Been  Made  Possible 
By  the  Merchants 
And  Professionals 
Of  Noe  Valley,  and  by 
The  Generous  Donations 
Of  Readers  Like  You 


*3$  o d y V/  rites 

7/  hat  stories  does  your  body  have  to  tell ? 

BodyWrites  BodyWrites  Too 

Saturday  September  14  Saturday  October  27 

These  unique  and  exciting  workshops  will  help  you  to  explore  your  own  images 
of  your  body,  to  develop  your  own  personal  metaphors  and  to  write,  or  re-write, 
embodied  experiences.  They  will  give  you  practical  techniques  you  can  use  after 
the  workshop  in  your  own  wnting,  journal  and  personal  growth  work 

BodyWrites  combines  Feldenkrais  Awareness  Through  Movement®  with 
journal  writing  techniques  to  explore  how  we  think,  feel,  remember  and  imagine 
our  bodies  - and  ourselves. 

Feldenkrais  Method®  is  an  ingenious  approach  - using  movement,  sensory  and 
body  awareness  to  enhance  self-awareness. 

Workshop  leader.  Cliff  Smyth,  from  Melbourne,  Australia,  is  a published  poet 
and  Certified  Feldenkrais  Teacher.  He  has  conducted  writing  workshops  and 
performed  his  poetry  for  over  twenty  years 

Each  workshop  uses  different  approaches  - so  you  can  take  either  or  both 
Cost:  $70  for  one  workshop  (or  $120  for  both).  Class  size  limited  - registration 
is  essential.  Contact  Cliff  Smyth  at  415.826.3680 

* FELDENKRAIS®  CENTER  FOR  MOVEMENT  EDUCATION  * 

98  CHENERY  STREET,  SAN  FRANCISCO.  CA  94131 
v 415.826.3680  fax  415.824.1980 


Landscapes  & Tree  Care 

NO  JOB  TOO  BIG  OR  TOO  SMALL 

Call  Us  Today! 

566-5536 

Landscape  Design  & Installation 
Fences  • Decks  • Retaining  Walls  • Frost  Damage  Repair 
Drainage  & Irrigation  • Drought  Tolerant  Plants 
Transplanting  • Nightlightmg 

Complete  Tree  Service  • Certified  Arborist 
Grown  Reduction  • Pruning  • Trimming  • Reshaping 
Removals  • Tree  Health  Maintenance  • Insured 

Free  Estimates  Over  16  Years  Experience 
Reasonable  Rates  Satisfaction  Guaranteed 

10%  OFF  WATER  CONSERVING  DRIP  SYSTEMS 


FREE  TREE 

Receive  a 

Free  Replacement  Tree 

with  any  Tree  Removal 
with  this  coupon  only 

Licensed  & Bonded  CA.  Lie.  #562324 
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THE  NOE  VALLEY  VOICE 


FREE  NEWS— THE  COMMUNITY  NEWSPAPER  OF  NOE  VALLEY— SINCE  1977 


Waiting  for  the  Bride.  It  may  not  be  often  that  post-wedding  relaxation  includes  scanning  the  Noe  Valley  Voice.  But  that's  what  Maria  (newly  married  to  Kim)  Reynolds  appeared  to  be 
doing  on  this  sunny  day  in  the  gold  country,  northeast  of  Sacramento.  Photo  by  Beverly  Tharp 


And  Now  for  a Few  Words  About  Our 


As  recently  as  1994,  the  Noe  Val- 
ley Voice  didn’t  publish  in  Au- 
gust. The  biggest  duty  our  edi- 
tors and  contributors  had  to  deal  with  was 
a summer  barbecue  during  the  month  of 
July.  Schools  were  closed.  Vacations  and 
trips  were  planned  and  made. 


Voice  Mail 

The  Voice  is  eager  to  receive  your 
letters  to  the  editor,  for  possible  pub- 
lication in  future  issues. 

Write  to  the  Noe  Valley  Voice, 

1021  Sanchez  St..  San  Francisco, 

CA  94114.  Or  send  brief  e-mail  cor- 
respondence (no  long  manuscripts, 
please)  to  jaxvoice@aol.com. 

Remember  to  include  your  name, 
address,  and  phone  number,  so  that 
we  can  contact  you  if  we  have  ques- 
tions. Note  that  letters  may  be  edited 
for  clarity  and  conciseness.  Unsigned 
letters  (anonymous  notes)  will  not  be 
considered  for  publication. 

To  check  out  our  home  page  on 
the  World  Wide  Web,  go  to  http:ll 
www.noevalleyvoice.com.  □ 


But  with  the  advent  of  our  Literary 
Contest  and  special  issue,  most  of  us  who 
created  the  Voice  were  back  at  the  key- 
boards and  on  the  phones  just  as  if  it  were 
May  or  June. 

Obviously,  we  had  such  enthusiasm  for 
the  content  and  form  of  our  first  August 
effort  that  we  chose  to  publish  again  this 
year. 

Our  desire  would  have  been  muted, 
however,  if  the  businesses  you  see  ad- 
vertising in  the  following  pages  had  not 


lent  their  financial  support.  Thanks  to 
them,  we’re  here  to  give  you  a good  read. 
We’re  grateful. 

Thank  you,  Noe  Valley,  and  thanks  also 
to  those  who  set  up  shop  just  beyond  our 
neighborhood  boundaries.  After  all, 
everyone  can’t  be  in  Noe  Valley  at  once 
— even  though  we  understand  why  they’d 
want  to. 

You.  dear  reader,  can  do  more  to  help 
than  just  picking  up  a few  copies.  You’ve 
heard  the  common  plea  from  publishers: 


expires 


3920A  24th  Street,  S.F.  94114 
- 826-1019  __ 


Sponsors 

please  patronize  our  advertisers  and  tell 
them  that  you  saw  them  in  our  pages.  That 
helps  us  all  greatly  — creating  a ripple  of 
good  will  that  allows  us  to  continue  to 
grow.  □ 

— Jack  Tipple  and  Sally  Smith 


About  This  Issue 

Check  us  out.  The  next  pages  include 
an  updated  report  from  the  Noe  Val- 
ley-Sally Brunn  Library,  the  latest  listing 
of  neighborhood  groups  and  organiza- 
tions, and  a new  Calling  Card  that  lists  the 
phone  numbers  for  many  city  services. 
All  that,  plus  some  of  the  best  shots  from 
our  band  of  contributing  photographers 
— and  of  course.  Zippy. 

Mazook,  Florence.  Aunt  Hermione. 
and  Officer  Perillo  are  not  appearing  in 
this  issue.  If  they’re  not  vacationing,  we 
hope  they're  at  least  relaxing,  and  appre- 
ciating the  break  from  the  deadlines. 

Also  temporarily  out  of  view  are  Short 
Takes,  More  Mouths  to  Feed.  Calendar, 
and  Class  Ads.  They  will  return,  and  we 
hope  you  will  too.  □ 
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CARROLL'S 


BOOKS 


A GENERAL  USED  BOOK  STORE 
BOOKS  BOUGHT  • SOLD  • TRADED 
10-9  MONDAY  thru  THURSDAY 
10-10  FRI,  SAT  and  SUN 
1193  CHURCH  STREET  at  24th 
6473020 

Over  2000  square  feet  of  books! 


Our  Readers 
Keep  Writing 
That  They  Can’t 
Stop  Reading 


Theater  director  Adam  Beck  traveled  from 
Vicksburg  Street  to  the  Czech  Republic  this 
summer,  and  found  this  photo  op  in  Wence- 
las  Square  during  a break  from  his  directing 
project  duties,  "Prague  is  lovely,  but  it  pales 
in  comparison  to  Noe  Valley,”  Beck  writes. 
He  may  be  right,  but  where’s  our  outdoor 
sculpture? 


and  Stow 


pinhead  for 


The  Toed  fa-IV 


Martha 
Bros. 


zippy  quarterly 

Over  100  recent  & classic  four-issue  subscription 

strips  in  every  issue  $14.00 


Fulfilling  her  audition  to  be  the  Voice’s  East  Coast  distribution  rep.  Laura  Ritenour  tried  to 
hand-deliver  a copy  to  Bill  & Hill,  but  never  made  it  past  the  gate.  It’s  probably  best  that  she 
keep  her  day  job  as  project  director  for  the  San  Mateo  County  Health  Care  for  the  Home- 
less Project.  That  would  mean  she  and  husband  Doug  could  remain  in  Noe  Valley,  where 
they’ve  lived  on  Alvarado  Street  for  the  past  two  years. 


We  Roast  Our  Own! 

Offering  50  Varieties 
of  Coffee  by  the  Pound 
or  Half-Pound 

A Very  Large  Variety  of  Teas 


KRUPS,  BRAUN  & GAGGIA  ESPRESSO  MAKERS 
TEAPOTS  • FRESH  PASTRIES  fc  SCONES 


SINCE  198 
3868  24th  Street  641-4433 
New  Location: 

1551  Church  Street 
(at  Duncan) 

648-1166 


1 BOX  OF  40  FILTROPA  FILTERS 

FREE 

WITH  ANY  1 LB  BAG  OF  COFFEE 

(EXCEPT  THOSE  ON  SALE) 

August  only  with  this  ad 


COFFEE 


Open  M-F  6:00  am-8:00  pm 
Sat  6:30  am-8:00  pm 
Sun.  6:30  am-7:00  pm 


To  delve  further  into  the  wacky  world  of  Zippy,  call 
800-657-1100  for  our  special  FREE  full-color  catalogue, 
featuring  Zippy  paperbacks,  comics,  T-shirts,  and  the  new 
ZIPPY  QUARTERLY  magazine  - as  well  as  literally  thousands 
of  other  comics,  magazines,  and  paraphernalia 
from  the  world  of  cartoons. 

(Or  you  can  write  to:  [p  A ti  T*  E M R H I C 1 1 Mil 
7563  Lake  City  Way  NE,  Seattle,  WA  98115  it  you’re  shy) 


Lyle  Taylor  has  called  Noe  Valley  home  for  10  years,  and  since  he’s  been  an  avid  Voice  reader 
for  most  of  that  time,  perhaps  it’s  not  so  unusual  that  he’d  be  reading  a section  to  a stone 
horse  in  London's  British  Museum.  Well,  okay  it  is  odd,  but  this  was  Lyle's  first  trip  to  Eng- 
land, and  it’s  rumored  that  most  sentient  beings  started  avoiding  him  in  the  face  of  his  con- 
stant hometown  boosting.  We’re  glad  you  made  it  back  safely.  Lyle.  Phoio  by  Becky  Cunnmgham 


Women's  Writing  Group 

Sometimes  the  hardest  thing  about  writing  is  getting  yourself  to  do 
it  This  12-week  workshop,  beginning  in  September,  will  provide  a 
positive  and  supportive  environment  to  help  make  writing  a pleasure 
The  group  emphasizes  compassion  for  ourselves  as  women  and  as 
writers  Through  a variety  of  exercises,  we’  II  learn  to  quell  the  critic 
within  ourselves,  and  enjoy  the  freedom  of  self-expression 

Linda  Cebroe  is  a freelance  writer  living  in  San  Francisco  With 
20  years  experience  in  professional  communications  — 8 as  a self- 
employed  writer  — she  brings  creativity,  humor  and  understanding  to 
her  work  and  yours  For  more  information,  call  (415)  695-1420 
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RIZZOLI  BOOKSTORE  & ART  BOUTIQUE 


Discover  Booker 
Prize-winning 
novelist 


Available  in  Paperback 


Barry  Unsworth's 

SACRED  HUNGER 

and 

MOONCRANKER'S 

GIFT 


mooncro n ker 's 


A Passage  to  India.  That’s  Henry  Karnilowicz  perusing  the  foreign  press  in  Mahabalipuram. 
a small  village  on  the  southeast  coast— a three-hour  bus  ride  from  Madras.  "Mahabalipuram 
is  known  for  its  beautifully  carved  stone  temples,  which  date  from  around  700  AD."  reports 
Henry,  "and  for  its  contemporary  stone  masons,  who  carve  deities  and  other  statues  to  order 
from  granite  and  marble."  Other  advantages  of  travel  to  this  area  Henry  recorded  are  the 
white  sandy  beaches  at  the  edges  of  the  warm  blue  Indian  Ocean,  fresh  seafood  dinners  for 
around  $2.  and  a double  hotel  room  for  $6. 


1 1 7 Post  Street  (off  of  union  square)  • San  Francisco 

TEL  41 5*984*0225 


Girl,  did  ya  hear  the  news?  Just  For  Fun  has  cords  and  gifts 
for  every  occasion.  And  not  just  your  everyday  greeting  cord. 

Nor  only  rhar,  they've  gor  rhe  coolest  lamps  and  furniture  for  rhar 
chic  new  pod  of  yours.  And  if  you  plan  ro  hove  a parry,  they 
can  do  your  invirarions  and  announcements  roo  - rhar  gives 
you  more  rime  ro  plan  your  ger-rogerhers.  Oh,  rheir  paper 
selection  — well,  it's  just  ro  die  for!  Especially  rheir  natural 
handmade  paper  — I hear  it's  all  rhe  rage.  You 
really  must  drop  by  and  rake  a look! 


Jusf  For  Fun 

Sctibblebccblm 


3982 -24rh  Street 
San  Francisco 

in  rhe  heart  of  Noe  Volley 

(415)  285-4068 


Monday  through  Friday 

9:00  - 9:00 

Saturday  9:00-8:00 
Sunday  9.00  - 7.00 


Barry 

Unsworth's 


THE 

HIDE 

A compelling  story  of 
the  corruption 
of  innocence.  Now 
available  for 
the  first  time  in  the 
United  States. 
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Now  in  our  5th  year! 


Circles  for  Women 


small  classes 
12-week  sessions 
full  6 half-day  workshops 
call  for  current  schedule 

415  337  7207 

Linda  Elkin 


Want  to  write  but  find  it  difficult  to  get  started  or 
keep  going?  Already  writing  but  need  a group  for 
feedback  and  support?  We  provide  safe,  supportive 
classes  to  give  you  the  structure  to  write  and  a community 
where  you  can  share  your  writing.  We'll  use  various 
exercises  involving  dreams,  photos,  etc.  Join  us  for  a 
few  hours,  an  entire  day,  or  for  a longer  series.  All 
types  of  writing;  all  levels  of  experience  welcome. 


NEW  AND  USED 
BOOKS  AND  MUSIC 
3850  24TH  STREET  • SAN  FRANCISCO 
415-821-3477 
OPEN:  10-10  DAILY 


BUY  • SELL  • TRADE 


What  is  abort 
Computer 
Education  and 
Access? 

Its  a place  in  your  neighborhood  where  you 
can  print  your  resume,  work  on  your  design 
project,  access  the  Internet,  or  take  a computer 
class  from  Mac  Basics  to  Photoshop,  all  in  a 
friendly  and  comfortable  environment. 


come  see 


for  yourself 


1326  Castro 

Across  from  Walgreens. 
Next  to  Hamano's. 

642-9697 

www.aeonmedia.com 


MORE  BOOKS  to  READ 


This  month,  in  honor  of  the  Summer  Literary  Issue,  librarians  Roberta  Greifer.  Carol  Small,  and 
Cornelia  Van  Aken-Sanks.  along  with  the  rest  of  the  Noe  Valley  Library  staff,  would  like  to 
share  a few  of  their  personal  favorite  books.  To  check  them  out.  drop  by  the  Noe  Valley -Sally 
Brunn  Branch.  451  Jersey  St.  Hours  are  Tuesdays,  10  a.m.  to  9 p.m.;  Wednesdays,  1 to  9 p.m.; 
Thursdays,  10  a.m.  to  6 p.m.;  Fridays,  1 to  6 p.m.;  and  Saturdays,  noon  to  6 p.m.  Phone;  695-5095. 


Staff  Favorites:  Adult  Books 

Roberta  (branch  manager)  recommends 
Crime  and  Punishment  by  Fydor  Dosto- 
yevsky, and  Fathers  and  Crows,  William 
Vollmann’s  novel  about  the  settling  of  the 
Canadian  wilderness  by  the  French. 

Carol  (children's  librarian)  says  her 
suggestions  would  be  A Reckoning  by  May 
Sarton,  and  The  Kin  of  Ata  Are  Waiting  for 
You  by  Dorothy  Bryant.  In  both,  the 
characters  are  richly  rewarded  when  they 
reflect  on  their  lives  and  relationships. 
Dorothy  L.  Sayers’  Lord  Peter  Wimsey 
mystery  The  Nine  Tailors  and  Esther 
Forbes'  fascinating  biography  Paul  Revere 
and  the  World  He  Lived  In  are  two  of 
reference  librarian  Cornelia’s  favorites. 
Lourdes  (library  technician)  is  inspired  by 
the  non-fiction  classic  The  Power  of  Pos- 
itive Thinking  by  Norman  Vincent  Peale. 

So  Far  from  God,  Ana  Castillo’s  realistic 
story  covering  two  decades  in  the  life  of  a 
Chicana  family,  is  at  the  top  of  the  list  for 
Christina  (library  assistant). 

Kirsten  (page)  recommends  Anna 
Karenina,  Leo  Tolstoy's  classic  social 
drama  of  infidelity  and  retribution. 

The  classic  gothic  tale  of  frustrated  love  by 
Emily  Bronte.  Wuthering  Heights,  is  page 
Maria’s  favorite. 

The  Remains  of  the  Day,  by  Kazuo  Shiguro, 
which  portrays  the  insular  world  of  the  per- 
fect British  butler,  is  the  choice  of  Eric  (page). 
Mearra  (page)  enjoyed  George  Orwell’s 
satirical  tale  of  the  future.  Animal  Farm. 

Free  Film  Series  Shows  Three 
Classic  Comedies 

On  Wednesday,  Aug.  21.7  p.m.,  the  Noe 
Valley  Library,  451  Jersey  St.,  screens  three 
classic  comedies:  The  Floorwalker  (Charlie 
Chaplin),  Cops  (Buster  Keaton),  and  Leave 
'Em  Laughing  (Laurel  and  Hardy). 


Staff  Favorites:  Children's  Books 

Roberta's  favorites  are  the  classic  adventure 
tale  The  Swallows  and  Amazons  by  Arthur 
Ransome,  and  Mary  O'Hara's  novel  for  ani- 
mal lovers  everywhere.  My  Friend  Flicka. 
Two  Newbury  winners.  The  Giver  by  Lois 
Lowry,  a science  fiction  novel,  and  Sarah, 
Plain  and  Tall,  a historical  tale  set  on  the 
American  prairie  by  Patricia  MacLachlan, 
are  highly  recommended  by  Carol. 

Two  picture  books,  Tomie  de  Paola’s  Bill 
and  Pete,  the  zany  tale  of  a young  Egyptian 
crocodile  and  his  bird-friend,  and  Harry  the 
Dirty  Dog  by  Gene  Zion,  are  Cornelia’s 
favorites. 

Lourdes  loves  The  Complete  Fairy  Tales  of 
the  Brothers  Grimm. 

Christina  recommends  the  Newbury  winner 
The  Bridge  to  Terabithia,  a realistic  novel 
by  Katherine  Paterson. 

Roald  Dahl’s  novel  The  Fantastic  Mr.  Fox, 
in  which  Mr.  Fox  outwits  three  rich,  mean 
farmers,  is  Maria’s  favorite. 

The  Caldecott  winner  by  Maurice  Sendak, 
Where  the  Wild  Things  Are,  is  recom- 
mended by  Mearra. 

Kirsten  loves  The  Giving  Tree  by  Shel 
Silverstein.  the  simple  story  of  friendship, 
love,  and  sharing. 

Children’s  Programs 

Preschool  Story  Hour,  for  kids  3 to  5,  un- 
folds at  10  a.m.  on  Tuesdays.  Aug.  6 and  13. 
The  Wednesday  Lapsits — starting  at  7 p.m. 
on  Aug.  7.  14.  and  21 — will  feature  songs, 
stories,  and  fingerplay  for  infants  and 
toddlers  and  their  parents. 

Short  Films  for  children  include  "Harold’s 
Fairy  Tale."  "Let’s  Give  Kitty  a Bath,"  and 
“Red  Riding  Hood,"  to  be  shown  at  10  and 
1 1 a.m.on  Tuesday,  Aug.  20. 


This  month's  "More  Books  to  Read " was  compiled  by  librarian  Cornelia  Van  Aken-Sanks. 
All  events  take  place  at  the  Noe  Valley-Sally  Brunn  Library.  451  Jersey  St 
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DRESSmAKIMG 
Sx  COSTUmES 

sx  Taiqorihg 
3x  Alterations 

from  concept  to  construction, 
one-of-a-fand garments  hand 
crafted  to  gour  specifications. 
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(415)648-3050 


GLEN 

PARK 

BOOKS 


A community  bookstore 


2788  Diamond  (Chenery) 
San  Francisco  94131 
586-3733 


Special  orders 
welcome!! 


Mon-Sat  10am-9pm 
Sun  10am-5pm 

OPEN  DAILY 
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tvtf\)GHo\ 
favorite 
mcuus 
if  back 
in  a HOW 
adventured 


meet  author/ illustrator 

Kevin  Henkes 


Friday,  August  23,  3pm 


Stop  by  and  pick  up  an  entry  for  our 
Accessorize  Lilly  Contest  for  ages  12 
and  under.  Prizes  will  be  awarded  at  the 
signing.  See  you  there! 


3910  Twenty-Fourth  Street  near  Sanchez 
San  Francisco  • (415)  282-8080 


Monday  through  Saturday  10  am-9  pm 
Sunday  10  am-6  pm 


WHEN  EXCELLENCE  COUNTS 
DEMAND  THE  VERY  BEST 

AND  IT  JUST  IMPROVED  EVEN  FURTHER! 

1 am  proud  to  announce  the  affiliation  of  Franciscan  Properties 
with  Mason-McDuffie , a great  combination  enabling  me  to 
provide  an  even  higher  level  of  service  to  my  real  estate  clients. 

IN-DEPTH  KNOWLEDGE  OF  OUR  NEIGHBORHOOD 
A Noe  Valley  homeowner  for  more  than  15  years,  I co-founded  the 
Upper  Noe  Neighbors,  dedicated  to  neighborhood  improvement  and 
planted  350  street  trees  in  Noe  Valley  with  Friends  of  the  Urban  Forest. 

10  YEARS  OF  EXPERIENCE,  40  TRANSACTIONS  PER  YEAR 

form  a solid  basis  for  every  real  estate  sale  or  purchase  l am  involved  in. 

I value  personal  service,  honesty  and  integrity  as  well  as  hard  work. 

Call  me  to  find  out  what  makes  me  different  and  how  I can  help  you. 

SUE  BOWIE 

Top  1%  Nationally 
#1  MasomMcDuffie  Agent,  S.  F. 

Office:  664-91 75,  ext.  224 
Home:  824-1062 


o o o 


SINCE  1807 


Mason-McDuffie  • Franciscan  Properties 
two  blocks  from  Clipper  and  Portola 
675  Portola  Drive,  San  Francisco,  94127 
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GRAND  REOPENING  ★ NEWLY  REMODELED 

NOE  VALLEY  DELI 

4007  24th  Street  at  Noe 

824-8373 

• Fresh  Turkey  & Roast  Beef  Sandwiches 
Homemade  Falafel • Fresh  Salads 
• Chicken  & Lamb  Shawarma 

ALL  MADE  DAILY 

♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

Open  Monday- Saturday  9am-7pm 
Sunday  9am-6pm 


The  Noe  Valley  Co-op  Nursery  School  1996  graduates  and  their  families  gathered  for ; 
been  held  every  year  since  1969. 


The  Faces  o 


19' 


r a last-day-of-school  party  featuring  potluck  and  gifts  for  the  kids  at  Douglass  Park.  The  event  has 

Photo  by  Beverly  Tharp 


96 


ttUEHflM-MllilllM 


Garden  Shop  • Nursery  • Display  Gardens 

** 

Featuring  plants  and  flowers,  plant  containers,  soils  and 
amendments,  garden  tools,  fountains,  ornamental  rock, 
and  much,  much  more! 

to 

Fred  Sims  Landscaping  Designing  and  Installation 
Over  25  years  experience  CA  Lie.  #724283 


1330  Ocean  Ave.  * San  Francisco,  CA  94112  • (415)  334-7401 


OPENS  AUGUST  18!!! 
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Available  at 


Come  check 
out  our 
summer  sales 
and  our  new 
fall  selections, 
includins  San 
Francisco’s 
own  Loona 
children's 
wear! 


little  bean  sprouts 


3961  A 24th  Street,  San  Francisco,  CA  941 14  • 415-550-1668 
Mon-Sat  10 am  to  7pm  • Sunday  11am  to  6pm 


JEQb  Katherine 

Michiels 


iH: 

M 


HU 


School 


Lie.  #380-50-4523 


A well  balanced  program  of  academic  education,  creative  shared  play,  and 
structured  activities — an  active  school  experience  for  growing  children. 

AGES  3 MONTHS  TO  8 YEARS 
Infants-Preschool-Pre-K  • Kindergarten-First  and  Second  Grade 
Daycare  7:00  am  to  6:00  pm  • Evening  care  2:00  pm  to  Midnight 

Open  House  by  appointment,  each  Tuesday  at  9:30  and  10:30  am 

(415)  821-1434  ext.  11 

Katherine  Michiels  • 1335  Guerrero  • San  Francisco,  CA  94110 


BUILDING 
HEALTHY 
FOUNDATIONS 
IN  OUR 


NEIGHBORHOOD 


Care  for  women 

annual  exams 

family  planning 

pregnancy  care 

breast  cancer  screening 

menopause  care 

advice  nurse  available  by  phone 

Care  for  children 

regular  check-ups 
immunizations 
well  baby  care 
school  & sports  physicals 
allergy  care 

same  day  visits  for  urgent  care 


The 

Excelsior 

Group 


HealthCare  for  Women  & Children 
44  34  Mission  Street  at  Francis 
San  Francisco.  CA  94112 

For  more  information 
or  to  make  an 

appointment.  community 

call  (415)  4061353  Hcal,^t7'vork 

The  Excelsior  Group  HealthCare  tor  Women  and  Children 
is  a collaboration  ol  the  Community  Health  Network  and 
the  UCSF  School  ol  Medicine 


The  Reporter 

CALLS 

The  Baby 

WAKES 

The  Photographer 

RINGS 

The  Dog 

BARKS 

in  the 

NEXT  ISSUE 

of 

The  Noe  Valley  Voice 


MORE 

MOUTHS 


to  feed 


More  Mouths  to  Feed  wants 

to  show  off  your  newest  family  member. 
If  you  have  welcomed  a baby  into  the 
house  or  just  adopted  a teenager,  please 
send  your  announcement  to  The  Noe  Val- 
ley Voice.  More  Mouths,  1021  Sanchez 
St.,  San  Francisco,  CA  94114.  Don't  for- 
get to  include  your  phone  number,  so  we 
can  arrange  for  the  family  portrait.  □ 


^ Clow  n 

Balloon 
Creations 
Face  Painting 
Magic  Bubbles 
Musical  Cames 
Arts  & Crafts 
( 1 15)  H2 


<6 fc- 


& *5% 


a M cl  lie  ^Ront<2AA*vu, 
Pre-school  and  family  daycare 

Hours  7:30  am -6:00  pm  • 5 days/week 
Ages  2-6  • French  Taught 

3881  20th  Street,  San  Francisco,  CA  941 14 

(415)  550-1114 

Slate  License  I380506S36 


Law  Offices  of 
Thellen  Levy 

Family  Law 
and 

Family  Mediation 

403 1 23rd  Street 
(415)282-9640 


Noe  Valley  Practice  Since  1979 


Kids  All  Around 


FAMILY  DAY  CARE 


Araceh  "Chely"  Lozada.  director 
LICENSE  * 380506442 

• Credential 

• CPR  & First  Aid  Certified 

• Licensed 

• FT  & PT 

• Nutritious  Meals 

• 2 Languages: 

English  & Spanish 


824-2403 


(\f  PERVEENS 
* KIDS  CARE 


OPEN  5 DAYS 

MON  DAY- FRIDAY  7 AM-  6 PM 

1646  ALABAMA  ST. 

SAN  FRANCISCO  94110 

PERVEEN  KHALIQ 
(415)  647.1427 


STATE  LIC 
380506080 


I Started  Out  As  a Child 


LIVE 

OAK 

School 

SINCE 
19  7 1 


Call  our  School  Office 
to  Schedule  a Tour 

■ Small  Classes 

■ International  Program 

■ Full  Day  Kindergarten  through 
Eighth  Grade 

■ Extended  Care 

■ Credentialed  Teachers 

■ Parent  Participation 

■ Field  Trips 


Progressive  Supportive  Challenging 
Educational  Environment 

415  861-8840 

117  Diamond  Street  (at  18th  Street) 
San  Francisco  94114 
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Check  It  Out:  At  Debra  King  School  in  Noe  Valley.  Adam  Schutz  (lefi)  and  Cole  Williams  are  not  sure  they  let  girls  in  their  clubhouse — even  if  she  does  have  a camera  and  says  "please." 

Story  Time 
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Arte  mis  id 

Come  anti  visit  your  new  neighborhooti  store... 

we  sell: 

• antique  anil  new  hand-crafted 
furniture  from  Indonesia. . . 

• Artesanias  from  Mexico.  All  our  pieces  are  carefully 
selected  to  insure  quality  and  craftsmanship. 

They  are  colorful,  unique  and  fun. . . 

•Arts  and  crafts  from  local  artists. . . 

• Fresh  flowers  and  plants. . . 

c Please  come  and  visit  us  at 

746  CDiamonti  / 24th 
643-0980 


Bring  in  this  ad 
for  a 10%  discount 


Small  Frys  wants  to  remind 
Parents  not  to  forget  to 
IMMUNIZE  your  kids. 

The  American  Academy  of  Pediatrics  reminds  you 
to  protect  your  kids  from  diseases  like  polio, 
whooping  cough  and  measles  and  mumps  and 
Hepatitis  B with  regular  immunizations 
These  diseases  are  still  around  and  they  can  hurt 
your  kids 

Call  your  pediatrician  or  the  Immunization 
Hotline  at  1-800-232-2522  for  more  information 


SMALL  FRYS 


4066  24th  Street  in  the  Heart  of  Noe  Valley 

Children’s  sizes  0 to  10.  Open  7 days  a week. 

We  ship  via  UPS.  (41 5)  648-3954 


PIZZA  RESTAURANT 

3881  24th  Street 

(between  Sanchez  & Vicksburg) 

Open  11:30  am  Daily 
7 Days  a week 


FOR  DELIVERY  CALL 
647-1929 


PICK-UP  OR  DELIVERY  ONLY 


$3  OFF  ANY  EXTRA  LARGE 
COMBO  PIZZA 

With  3 or  More  Toppings 

Please  mention  ad  when  ordenng  • With  this  coupon 


PICK-UP  OR  DELIVERY  ONLY 


$2  OFF  ANY  LARGE 
COMBO  PIZZA 

With  3 or  More  Toppings 

Please  mention  ad  when  ordenng  • With  this  coupon 


DINE-IN  ONLY 


$5  OFF  COMPLETE  DINNERS 
FOR  TWO 

Including  Soup  and  Salad 
Applies  to  every  two  members  of  your  party 
Coupons  cannot  be  combined  • With  this  coupon 


Haystack  Chef  ’s  Dinner  Specials 


A LA  CARTE  DINNER 

Linguine  with  Bay  Shrimp  in  a garlic  cream 

sauce  with  diced  tomatoes  8.95  1 1 .45 

Marinated  Pork  Chops  grilled  center  cut,  served 

with  mashed  potatoes  and  glazed  rosemary  carrots  9.95  1 2.45 

Polenta  Primavera  with  meat  sauce 

or  marinara  sauce  5.50  — 

Spicy  Buffalo  Wings  with  ranch  or 

blue  cheese  dip  5.95  

Breaded  Calamari  Rings 

with  tartar  sauce  5.95  — 

Snapper  Filet  Vera  Cruz  sauteed  with 
red  bell  peppers,  onions,  capers  and  olives 
in  a tomato  sauce  with  rice  and  vegetables 

Cold  Fusili  Salad  (Tri-colored  corkscrew  noodles) 
with  fresh  creamy  herb  vinaigrette  5.95 

with  grilled  chicken  7.95 


10.75  13.25 


Portraiture 

Environmental  Studio 
Chris  Mende 

282-4742 


Children’s 
Day  School 


333  Dolores  Street 
San  Francisco.  CA  94110 


A progressive  Montessorl  school 
located  on  a one-acre  oasis  In 
the  hearl  of  the  San  Francisco  Sunbelt, 
designed  for  the  development  of 
the  total  child . ages  2-7. 
Committed  to  an  ethnically  and 
culturally  diverse  student  body. 

Day  School  8:30  - 2:30 
Extended  Care  7:30  - 8:15  / 2:30  - 6:00 

861-5432 


A Child’s  Valley  of  Verses 


rr 


QufllHry  To ys  o\v\d  Crofts 

bdAS  2.AtV\  Street  g2M257 

\0:50  to  1:00,  Friday  1 0:50  to  *1:00 


J 


Peek-a-bootiqiie 


NEW*  RECYCLED 

llUY- SELL-TRADE 

CHILDREN'S  CLOTHING^*), 

TOYS,  FURNITURE 
& EQUIPMENT.  > 

Monday-Saturday  10:30-6  * Sunday  12-5 

I306CASTROST.  (at 24th), SAN  FRANCISCO- (415)641-6192 
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14/e  Sell  tke  Class 


Zapiy/r  iiiftil 
jk^olla  iiio  ino3i 
S^iroporiy,  ciiid  ido 
Stfjiioiii  iiiiordjsiiiiy 
Iwoporiy,  iii  your 
ESliliidoriiood. 


'’  f*2 


The  First  Letter  in  Real  Estate 


htlp://www.zephyr-re.coin 


4040  24th  Street,  San  Francisco,  695-7707  / 4200  17th  Street,  San  Francisco,  552-9500 


ZEPHYR 


Surrounded  by  an  External  Skeleton  of  scaffolding,  the  Noe  Valley  Ministry  building  on  Sanchez  Street  saw  scores  of  human  worker  bees  begin  the  roof  replacement  and  facade 
repair  in  June.  Photo  by  Beverly  Tharp 
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We  Use 


V 


4077  - 24th  St.  (Next  to  Post  Office)  SF,  CA  94114 

Tel.  (415)  824-7318  • Fax  (415)  824-0848 

• Color  Film  Processing  - 1 Hour  Service 

• Color  Enlargement,  Family  Portrait 

• Copy  Old  Photo,  Wedding  Photography 

• Passport,  Green  Card  and  Visa  Photos 

• Print  from  Slides  and  Negatives 


Black  & White  Development 
Keys  Made  • Fax  Service 
Photo  Mugs  • Photo  Tee  Shirts 


Open 

Monday  to  Friday  9:00  am  - 6:30  pm 
Saturday:  10:00  am  - 6:30  pm  • Sunday:  10:00  am  - 5:00  pm 

CONVENIENT  24  HOURS  FILM  BOX 
AT  THE  FRONT  DOOR 


The  City's  first  choice  for  sushi  and  Japanese  dining 


Hamano  Sudhi 

J yj  SUSHI  BAR  AND  JAPANESE  RESTAURANT 


Our  sushi  bar  offers  the  greatest  selection 
of  the  freshest  sushi  in  town 


1332  Castro  Street  (at  24th  Street) 
826-0825 


Open  7 days  a week 


j 


TAX 

ers 


Carol  Robinson , ea 

Members:  National  Association 
of  Enrolled  Agents 


Haven't  filed  your  tax  return  yet? 
Received  that  dreaded  IRS  letter? 
Questions  about  starting  your  new  business? 

WE  ARE  HERE  TO  HELP! 

Call  TODAY  for  an  appointment  with 
Your  Local  Tax  Professionals! 


300  Vicksburg  St.,  #1,  SF 

(corner  of  24th  near  Church  St.) 


821-3200 


WM1LJLMW 

YOUR  NEIGHBORHOOD  AUTO  & TIRE  CENTER 

GET  READY  FOR 

SPRING  & SUMMER 

t*'  Summer  Tune  Up  & Oil  Change 

Air  Conditioning  Cooling  System  Service  & Inspection 


GREAT  TIRE  PRICE 


Rated  #1  By  Consumer  Magazine 
DUNLOP  SP4  or  SP20  - Steel  Belted  Radial 

40.000  Miles  Limited  Treadwear  Warranty 

155  SRI  3 $39.99 

165  SR  13 $40.99 

175/70  SRI  3 $41.99 

185/70  SRI  3 $42.99 

185/70  SRI 4 $45.99 

195/70  SR  14 $46  99 

165  SRI 5 $45.99 

Rated  #1  By  Consumer  Magazine 
DUNLOP  D60/A2  JLB  - Steel  Belted  Radial 

45.000  Miles  Limited  Treadwear  Warranty 


ASE  Certified 
Master  Technicians 

• 

Guaranteed 
Auto  Repair 


WE  OFFER 


AIR  CONDITION  SERVICE 


BRAKE  REPAIR 


CHECK  ENGINE  LIGHTS 
CLUTCH  REPAIR 


195/70  HR1 4 .. 

$59.99 

185/60  HR14  .. 

$62.99 

195/60  HR14  .. 

$64.99 

1 95/60  HR1 5 .. 

$65.99 

205/60  HR  15.. 

$68.99 

215/60  HR15  .. 

$75.99 

DUNLOP  ROVER 

P21 5/75  R1 5 ... 

$68.99 

P225/75R15 .... 

$69.99 

P235/75  R1 5 ... 

$70.99 

[ 641 

1 

6 

K) 

O 

O 

COMPUTER  ALIGNMENT 

y ' 

COMPUTER  CONTROL 
SYSTEMS 

DRIVABILITY  PROBLEMS 
ELECTRIC  REPAIR 

*- - : V 

ELECTRONIC  TUNE-UP 
FUEL  INJECTION  REPAIR 


OIL  CHANGE 

SCHEDULED  MAINTENANCE 

SMOG  INSPECTION 

STRUT  & SHOCK 
REPLACEMENT 

TIRE  REPAIR 

WHEEL  BALANCING 


NOE  VALLEY  AUTO  WORKS,  INC. 

4050  24th  St.  (between  Noe  & Castro),  San  Francisco,  CA  941 14 
HOURS:  Monday  thru  Friday  7:30am  to  6:00pm,  Saturday  8:30  to  5:00pm 


CREATIVE  ARTS 
Therapy  Group* 

• Explore  and  play  with  new 
forms  of  self-expression. 

• Use  drawing,  music,  poetry, 
dreams  & symbolic  arts. 

• Transform  creative  blocks, 
depression  and  anxiety. 

Two  group*  forming: 

Intro  to  Creative  Arts  Therapy 

Practicing  Your  Art  Consciously 

Individual  appt j.  available 

Mariah  Larkin,  Ph.D. 
(415)826-7308 

Noe  Valley  Office  MFC  27311 


Integrated  Swedish  Massage 

- in  a beautiful  setting  - 


Let's  listen  to  what's 
really  going  on  in  you. 
Because  the  body  tells. 
$40/hour 

special.  $50/1'/:  hours 
also  Chi  Xei  Kang  beating 
available 


Tanja  Schmitt,  cmt  242-1562 


ea  Z-Jreeze 
eanerA 
824-5474 


Come  visit  us 
at 

1420  Castro  Street 
between  Jersey  & 25th 

Professional  Cleaners 
3 HOUR  SERVICE 
We  operate  our  own  plant 

VERY  CONVENIENT 
LOCATION 


Monday-Friday,  7:30-6:30 
Sat  8:30-6:00 
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Expert  Advice!  Exceptional  Price! 

Travel  Time 


DISCOUNT  TRAVEL 

Cruises,  Amtrak,  Airline  Tickets 
Europe,  Mexico,  Hawaii,  Caribbean,  South  Pacific 

FREE  AIRPORT  TRANSFER 

with  $500  purchase  per  person 


Travel 

Time 

647-4304 

4005  24th  Street 
(at  Noe) 


Noe  Valley  Family  Medicine 

We  didn’t  write  the  book  on  internal 
medicine,  but  we  know  what’s  inside... 
Come  visit  us. 


We  now  have  two  Board-certified  internists  and  a family 
nurse  practitioner  to  provide  for  all  your  medical  needs 

Most  Same  day  Open 

insurance  ♦ apointments  ♦ Monday-Kriday 
plans  accepted  available  9am  - 6pm 

3700  24th  Street  (at  Dolores) 
(415)285-4490 

Noe  Valiev  Family  Medicine 


DEADBASE  IX 
NOW 

in  Stock! 


Cyber  Shop 
for 

DEADHEADS! 


T-Shirts,  CD's 
Books,  Percussion 
Screensavers! 


on  the  Internet: 
www.ggould.com/rosery 
on  AOL: 

keyword:  gdstore 
by  phone: 
415/759-5199 

Visa/Mastercard  OK 


PERSONAL  MAILBOXES 


SECURE 

CONFIDENTIAL 

CONSISTENT 


SPECIAL  RENTAL  RATES* 

3 Months  (min.) 

6 Months 

12  Months 

Small 

$39 

$78 

$130 

Medium 

$54 

$108 

$180 

Large 

$84 

$168 

$280 

Services  Provided  with  Mail  Box  Rental: 

Use  of  street  address  • UPS  and  other  carriers'  packages  received  for  you 
Call  in  mail  check  • 24-hour  access*  • Mail  forwarding* 

Mail  Boxes  Etc. 

4104-24th  Street  (at  Castro) 


Mon-Fri  8am-6pm  • Sat  10am-5pm 
(415)  824-1070  • Fax  (415)  824-1072 

* Deposits  required  All  rates  subject  to  change  without  notice 


UPS  & FEDERAL  EXPRESS  AUTHORIZED  SHIPPING  OUTLET 


CGOUtMOm 


COLOR 

COPIES 


Mail  Box  Rentals 
UPS/FED  EX/DHL 
Shipping  Supplies 
Moving  Supplies 
Custom  Packing 


Other  Services 

Notary  Public 
Passport  Photos 
Voice  Mail 
Fingerprinting 


High  Speed  Copiers 
Fax  Service 
Spiral  Binding 
Business  Cards 
Rubber  Stamps 


UPS  & FEDERAL  EXPRESS  AUTHORIZED  SHIPPING  OUTLET 


Mail  Boxes  Etc. 

4104-24th  Street  (at  Castro) 


Mon-Fri  8am-6pm  • Sat  10am-5pm 
(415)  824-1070  • Fax  (415)  824-1072 
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ANTIQUES  & TEA  ROOM 

Enjoy  a read  while  sipping  one  of  our 
freshly -brewed  teas  - iced  or  hot. 


1 195  Church  Street,  San  Francisco  415  648-5895 
Tues-Fri  10:30-7:00  Sat-Sun  10:00-7:00 
Closed  Monday 


M & M’s  EXCHANGE 

ANTIQUES  AND  USED 

An  extensive  range  of  fine  antiques 
and  quality  used  furniture 
at  very'  attractive  prices. 

WE  PURCHASE  SINGLE  ITEMS  OR 
COMPLETE  ESTATES 
BUY  • SELL  • TRADE 


Corner  of  23rd  Street  & Sanchez  642-0333 


THE  NOE  VALLEY  MUSIC  SERIES  at  the  Noe  Valley  Ministry 

all  concerts  begin  at  8:15  pm  1021  Sanchez  near  23rd 

Sat.  Aug.  10  LARRY  KASSIN  & TOM  DARTER  $9  adv/sio  door 

Sat.  Aug.  17  PENELOPE  HOUSTON  & BAND  S9adv/si0door 
(note  dale  change ) 

Coming  Sat..  Sept.  7 BOX  SET  $n  adv/$l2  door 
£ Seniors  I over  65 1 and  children  l under  12  and  accompanied  by  an  adull)  hall-price  al  Ihe  door 

m-mm  Call  454-5238  for  concert  information. 

Larry  Kassln  ADVANCE  TICKETS  AVAILABLE  AT  STREETLIGHT  REC0R0S.  3979  24th  STREET  282-3550 


> I 


BIG  IS  BETTER 


MORE  GROUPS  TO  JOIN 


Amnesty  International  Group  80 

Contact:  Denise  Minor,  661-3016 
Mailing  Address:  1324  Willard  St.  #101, 

San  Francisco,  CA  94117 
Meetings:  First  Thursday  of  month,  Noe 
Valley  Ministry,  1021  Sanchez  St.,  7:30  p.m. 
Castro  Area  Planning  + Action 
Linton  Stables,  541-0344,  ext.  230 
Meetings:  Second  Thursday  of  month. 
Eureka  Valley  Recreation  Center, 

100  Collingwood  St.,  7 p.m. 

Diamond  Heights  Community  Association 
Contact:  Robert  Dockendorff,  826-3867 
Mailing  Address:  P.O.  Box  31529, 

San  Francisco,  CA  94131 
Meetings:  First  Thursday  of  the  month, 

7:30  p.m.  Call  for  location. 

Dolores  Heights  Improvement  Club 

Contact:  Amy  Powell.  647-4228 
Mailing  Address:  3732  21st  St., 

San  Francisco,  CA  94114 

Meetings:  Bimonthly;  membership  meetings 

semi-annually.  Call  for  details. 

Duncan  Newburg  Association  (DNA) 
Contact:  Evelyn  Martin,  826-6734, 

Keith  Eickman,  282-8988, 

Dennis  Downing,  647-0937,  or 
Deanna  Mooney,  821-4045 
Mailing  Address:  560  Duncan  St., 

San  Francisco.  CA  94131 

Meetings:  Held  periodically.  Call  for  details. 

East  & West  of  Castro  Street 
Improvement  Club 

Contact:  Paul  Kantus,  647-3753 
Mailing  Address:  492  Douglass  St., 

San  Francisco,  CA  94114 
Meetings:  First  Wednesday  of  month.  Noe 
Valley  Library,  451  Jersey  St.,  7:30  p.m. 
Fairmount  Neighborhood  Association 
Contact:  Susan  Nutter,  285-8484 
Mailing  Address:  78  Harper  St., 

San  Francisco,  CA  94131 

Meetings:  Held  periodically  at  Upper  Noe 

Rec  Center,  Day  & Sanchez,  7 p.m. 

Fair  Oaks  Neighbors 
Contact:  Paul  Nixon.  647-5183 
Mailing  Address:  163  Fair  Oaks  St., 

San  Francisco,  CA  941 10 
Meetings:  Call  for  details. 

Friends  of  Noe  Valley 
Contact:  Cecile  Lozano,  695-9502 
Mailing  Address:  327  Jersey  St.. 

San  Francisco,  CA  94114 
Meetings:  Second  Thursday  of  month, 

Noe  Valley  Library,  451  Jersey  St..  7:30  p.m. 


La  Leche  League  of  San  Francisco 

Contact:  Susan  Condon,  282-7816 
Mailing  Address:  P.O.  Box  460566, 

San  Francisco,  CA  94146-0566 
Meetings:  Third  Thursday  of  month.  Upper 
Noe  Rec  Center,  Day  & Sanchez.  12:15  p.m. 
Liberty  Hill  Neighborhood  Association 
Contact:  John  Barbey,  695-0990,  or 
Hilda  Bernstein,  282-8232 
Mailing  Address:  3333  21st  St., 

San  Francisco,  CA  94110 
Meetings:  Quarterly.  Call  for  details. 
Mission/Noe  Valley  Kiwanis  Club 
Contact:  Glen  Potter,  824-3233 
Mailing  Address:  4080  24th  St. 

San  Francisco.  CA  94114 
Meetings:  Lunch  meetings  Tuesdays  at 
noon.  Speckmann’s,  Church  and  Duncan 
Neighbors  to  Save  Sanchez  Hilltop 
Message  phone:  647-9980 
Mailing  Address:  3726  21st  St., 

San  Francisco,  CA  94114 
Noe  Valley  Democratic  Club 
Contact:  Dave  Monks.  821-4087 
Mailing  Address:  1652  Dolores  St.  #6, 

San  Francisco,  CA  94110 

Meetings:  Second  Wednesday  of  month. 

7 p.m.;  call  for  specifics. 

Noe  Valley  Merchants  and  Professionals 
Association 

Contact:  J.  P.  Gillen.  Little  Italy,  821-1515 
Mailing  Address:  P.  O.  Box  460574, 

San  Francisco.  CA  94114 

Meetings:  Last  Wednesday  of  month.  Bank 

of  America.  24th  & Castro,  9 a.m. 

Noe  Valley  Senior  Center 

Call  648-1030  for  lunch  reservations. 

Mailing  Address:  1021  Sanchez  St.. 

San  Francisco,  CA  94114 

Meetings:  Monday  through  Friday  for  lunch 

(donation  $1.25),  Noe  Valley  Ministry, 

1021  Sanchez  St.,  12:30  p.m. 

Outer  Noe  Valley  Merchants 
Contact:  Jim  Appenrodt,  641-1 500 
Mailing  Address:  284  29th  St.. 

San  Francisco,  CA  94131 

Meetings:  First  Monday  of  month,  St.  Paul's 

Church  cafeteria,  3 p.m. 

Upper  Noe  Neighbors 
Contact:  Janice  Gendreau.  64 1 -5989 
Mailing  Address:  403  28th  St., 

San  Francisco,  CA  94131 

Meetings:  Every  other  month.  Upper  Noe 

Rec  Center.  Day  & Sanchez.  Call  for  specifics. 


Belinda.  Reynolds  • Tlte  Music  Studio 

M.M.A.  Yale  University,  B.A.,  M.  A.  University  of  California.  Berkeley 


Personalized  Instruction  for  all  ages  and  backgrounds  in 
piano  • composition  • musicianship  • computers  & music 


THE  PALM  BROKER 


Now  Located  in  Noe  Valley  Phone  4 1 5.285.0593  Call  for  brochure 


— f — y — i t r ..  r™ 

549  Elizabeth  Street  • San  Francisco, CA  941 14 
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415  334-1880  Office 
415  979-4043  Pager 


Betty  Taisch 

proudly  announces 
her  association  with 

Coldwell 

Banker 

for  all  Sales  & Investment 
Transactions 


aviesoinz  Nursery:  1074  Guerrero 

/\  (between  22nd  & 23rd  Streets) 

415.626.7256 

Wednesday -Saturday  11-5 
Sunday  Noon -5 

We  Deliver 


Betty  Taisch,  LTG,  MPM 

Broker  Associate 

1995  WCR  S.F.  Chapter  President 


2633  Ocean  Avenue 
(at  19th  Avenue) 

San  Francisco,  CA  94132 


Betty  also 
specializes  in 
Property 
Management  Si 
Rental  Assistance 


Please  Call: 

Taisch  Properties 
301  Jersey  Street  #3 
San  Francisco,  CA  94114 
415  821-9895  Office 
415  826-4223  Rental  Desk 


Competence  • Enthusiasm  • Service 
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Garbage  Bins  in  the  Wind:  20th  Street  residents  and  other  hill  dwellers  returning  home 
from  work  can  play  mix  and  match  trashcans  with  their  neighbors.  Photo  by  Pamela  Gerard 


£RAFTCARE  HARDWOOD  FLOORg 

Specializing  in  Wood  Floor  Installation, 

Sanding  and  Refinishing 

HIGH  QUALITY  WORK  AT  REASONABLE  RATES 
Free  Estimates  Ask  for  Bryan  (415)  221-2303 

License  No.  576013 


Euthanize  Your  Television 


HOWTO  LIVE  IN  YOUR  BODY 

Movement  Meditation  Classes 

In  an  easygoing,  nurturing  environment  . . 
be  with  yourself  for  two  hours  each  week 

Learning  to  focus  attention  inward 

Experiencing  & Expressing  your  own  inner  movement 

Feeling  the  pleasure  and  power  of  living  in  your  body 


5 TUESDAY  evenings 
7:00-9:00  pm 
$75 

Please  call for  the  next  starting  date 
and  further  information 

(415)  641-9973 


Ann  Cain  McGinnis 


Certified  Massage  Therapist 
working  with  movement  and 
the  healing  arts  for  IS  years 


Working  with  Breath.  Sound,  and 
Movement,  you  will  be  ..  . 

Stretching  with  practical,  easy- to -do 
warm-ups  • Sensing  the  inner  experience 
of  slow,  guided  movement  • Meditating 
on  the  worlds  of  sensation  inside  your 
skin  • Experiencing  moving  and  playing 
from  the  inside  out 


No  movement  or  meditation  experience  necessary 


VALLf? y 

^ LAW 
OFFICES 

ROBERT  T.  RODDICK 

Attorney-at-La<w 

1330  Castro  at  24th  Street 

phone:  (415)  641-8687 
fax:  (415)  641-4737 
e-mail:  noelaw@aol.com 

FREE  INITIAL  CONSULTATION 

LIVING  TRUSTS  • WILLS  • PROBATE 
DURABLE  POWERS  OF  ATTORNEY 
PERSONAL  INJURY  • AUTO  ACCIDENTS 
SLIP  & FALL  ACCIDENTS 


Janet  Moyer  Landscaping 

Design  f Installation 
Maintenance  P Renovation 
Decorative  Fixtures  and  Furniture 

Quality  landscaping  located  in  Noe  Valley 

415  821  3760 


LANDSCAPE  CONTRACTOR  LICENSE  694664 


PEST  CONTROL  LICENSE 2 1606 


San  Francisco 
Auto  Repair 
Center 

611  Florida  Street  ( near  18th  SI.)  • SF,  CA  94110 

(415)  285-8588 


VOLKSWAGEN  OWNERS 

Love  your  VW?  Wanna  keep  it  alive? 

We  otter  you  three  possibilities 

• Our  VW  department  is  manned  by  two  mechanics  with  a 
combined  total  of  70  years  of  VW  repair  experience. 

• We  otter  a unique  service  with  our  “do  it  yourself”  plan. 

Become  a member  and  you  have  a place  to  work,  the  tools 
you  need,  and  the  technical  advice  to  get  the  job  done. 

• We  offer  two  types  of  auto  repair  classes: 

► A VW  class  specifically  for  learning  about  your  air-cooled  VW 

► Basic  Auto  Repair  Classes  for  men  and  women 

You  can  see  that  we  have  all  bases  covered. 

We  would  be  pleased  to  assist  you  in  any  of  the  directions  you  choose. 


San  Francisco 
Auto  Repair  Center 

services  all  domestic  and  foreign  vehicles 
Official  California  Smog  Station 
Honest  work  at  fair  prices 

Open  7 days  a week 


SAN  FRANCISCO 
AUTO  REPAIR  CENTER 

(415)  285-858 8 


$10  OFF 

SMOG  INSPECTION 


f 


SAN  FRANCISCO 
AUTO  REPAIR  CENTER 
(415)  285-8588 


FREE  BRAKE  AND 
SAFETY  INSPECTION 
($22  value) 


SAN  FRANCISCO 
AUTO  REPAIR  CENTER 
(415)  285-8588 


$10  OFF 

OIL  CHANGE 
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l Hair  Fitness 

Let  us  be  your  personalized  trainer 
- shape  up  your  long  hair  with 
personalized  haircut/style. 

Long,  beautiful  layers  available 

• Sun  protector  color  glosses 

• Natural  or  bold  hilites 

• Perms  and  relaxers  for  unruly  hair 

• Custom  blend  deep  conditioners 

200/°  off  any  service  (new  clients  only) 
Offer  valid  with  this  ad  through  10/31/96 
FRAMtSI  • KMS  • REDKEN  - SCHWARZKOPF 
Open  7 days  a week  10-8  pm 

HAIRPLAY WE  LISTEN! 

1599  Dolores  Street  (at  29th  Street) 

550-1656 


Irene  Kane  Photography 

Capturing  dynamic,  memorable  image o of  your 
Wedding,  Anniversary,  Bar  or  Bat Mitzvah,  Corporate  Event 


Quality  Photography  ~ Serving  Noe  Valley  and  the  Bay  Area  since  1981 

821-7369 


Remember  all  you  literary  types,  fish 
is  brain  food  and  Noe’s  Grill  serves  some  of 
the  finest  fresh  fish  available. 

And  for  those  of  you  who’ve  overloaded  on 
ah  this  good  literature,  stop  by  and 

try  one  of  our  many  domestic  or  imported 
beers  on  tap. 

Life  is  worth  living  again  — football 
season  is  almost  here.  Come  watch  the 
games  with  us  on  one  of  our  7 TVs. 

We  serve  specialty  steaks  - Block  Angus, 

Dry  Aged  Select  cuts  & others 

Weekend  Brunch  Saturday  and  Sunday  9 am-2  pm 

FULL  BAR  WITH  MANY  BEERS  ON  TAP! 


Noe’s  Grill 


(at  the  corner  24th  & Church) 
Reservations  or  Information 

415  695-2949 


The;  Nok  Valley  Voice: 

Calling  card 


Our  1996  Calling  Card  lists  close  to  50  public  service  numbers  that  city  residents  can 
call  to  ask  for  help  or  information,  or  to  register  a complaint  (rarely,  we  hope). 


TRAFFIC.  PARKING.  NOISE.  GRAFFITI 

Abandoned  Cars 781-5865 

Curb  Painting 554-2336 

DPW  (24-hour  emergency) 695-2020 

Graffiti  Removal 241 -WASH 

Hazardous  Spills  (on  street) 91 1 

Hazardous  Waste  Hotline 554-4333 

Illegal  Parking 553-1200 

Mayor’s  Office 554-711 1 

Noise  (construction  related) 558-6096 

Noise  (nuisance — police) 553-1012 

Parking  Meters  (out  of  order) 550-2739 

Parking  Permits  (residential) 554-5000 

San  Francisco  Beautiful 421-2608 

Sidewalk  Inspection 554-5797 

Street  Cleaning  (to  remove  illegally 

dumped  items  or  garbage) 695-2017 

Streetlights  (out  of  order) 554-0730 

Street  Signs 554-9780 

Towed  Cars  (to  retrieve) 553-1235 

Traffic  Signals  (out  of  order) 550-2736 

Water  Dept,  (street  breaks) 550-491 1 

HEALTH  AND  SAFETY 

Animal  Care  and  Control 554-6364 

Child  Abuse  Reporting 1-800-856-5553 

or  558-2650 

Community  Boards 

(dispute  mediation  service) 863-6100 


Community  United  Against  Violence 

(CUAV) 777-5500  or  333-HELP 

Drug  Information  Hotline..  1-800-879-2772 

Elder  Abuse  Hotline 557-5230 

Fire  (non-emergency) ...861-8000 

Poison  Control  Center 1-800-523-2222 

Police/Fire  Emergency 91 1 

Police  (non-emergency) 553-0123 

San  Francisco  SAFE 553- 1 984  • 

S.F.  Women  Against  Rape 647-7273 

Suicide  & Crisis  Line 781-0500 

WOMAN,  Inc.  (24-hour 
domestic  violence  hotline) 864-4722 

HOME 

Building  Inspection 558-6087 

Electrical  Inspection 558-6030 

Pacific  Bell 61 1 

PG&E 1-800-743-5000 

Plumbing  Inspection 558-6054 

Sunset  Scavenger 330- 1 300 

Viacom  Cable 863-9600 

Water  Dept,  (home  emergencies)  923-2400 

THROWN  IN  FOR  GOOD  MEASURE 

Muni  Routes  and  Schedules 673-6864 

Time POPCORN  (767-8900) 

U.S.  Weather  Service 364-7974 

Weather  (Bay  Area) 936-1212 


( Thgflnimql 


Pets  for  your  enjoyment, 
supplies  for  their  needs 

647-8755 

Easy  Parking  • VISA  • MasterCard 

4298  24th  Street  at  Douglass 
San  Francisco,  CA  94114 


ROBERT  E.  NEGER,  M.D. 


OPHTHALMOLOGIST 

Immunodeficiency  Eye  Disorders 

BOARD  CERTIFIED 
CATARACT  SPECIALIST 

• Glaucoma 

• Diabetic  Treatment 

• Laser  Surgery 

• Medicare  Provider 

• Blue  Cross  & Blue  Shield 

1301  Church  Street 
corner  25th  Street 
647-7730 


Therapy  Groups 
for  Women  Only 


• Outgrow  your  childhood  wounds — 
understand  how  your  past  experiences 
affect  your  present. 

• Leant  how  to  successfully  communi- 
cate and  be  connected  to  others. 

• Grow  in  a rich  & supportive  setting — 
an  affordable  setting  to  do  therapy. 

GROUPS  AVAILABLE 

Lesbian  Only  Groups 
Mixed  Women’s  Groups 
Individual  & Couple  Appointments 
Also  Available 


Noe  Valley  Location 


Chez  Touchatt,  lcsw,  mfcc 
(415)  821-6039 

NOW  ACCEPTING  NEW  MEMBERS 
LIC  MFC01 6090  LCS  13829 


ORTHOPEDIC  ACUPUNCTURE  & MASSAGE 

• Speeds  healing 

• Reduces  pain,  inflammation  and  edema 

• Improves  joint  function 

• Improves  muscle  tone  and  performance 

• Prevents  and  separates  muscular  adhesions 

• Treats  arthritis  and  many  musculoskeletal  conditions 

NINA  ALLEN,  l.ac.,  d.n.b.a.o: 

Massage  Therapist  since  1979 
Acupuncturist  and  Herbalist  since  1985 

Weekend  and  Evening  Hours  • W.C.  and  Insurance  Accepted 

(415)  285-6774 

Diplmiidtc  Vilion.il  Uo.ird  of  \cupunclurc  Orthopedics 
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CALL  NOW  TO  LEARN 
THE  SECRET  HISTORY 
OF  YOUR  HOME 


550-1300 

The  Finest  Agents  in  the  Business 


Somewhere  Out  There  someone  wishes  they  lived  in  Noe  Valley.  Failing  that,  the  view  from  Diamond  Heights  Boulevard  is  nice  too.  Photo  by  Ed  Buryn 


Sue  Bo  man 
S SO- 1302  ext.  202 


1 

Lynne  Bm 
SSO- 1302  ext  210 


Jamie  Howell 
SSO  1302  ext  22! 


Ginger  Kareb 

SSO- 1302  ext  21 7 


Beth  Kenhaw 
SSO- 1302  ext  2 IS 


rrannne  Kong,  «... 
SSO- 1302  ext  2i  I 


Terry  Lee 

SSO- 1302  ext  208 


Eileen  Long 
SSO- 1302  ext  1 02 


Stephan  Moore 
SSO  1 102  ext  204 


lom  Norwieh 
SSO  IJ02  ext  201 


Donna  Sullivan 
SSO- 1 302  ext  201 


Aim  tee  UUbrook 
SSO  1)02  ext  218 


Fully  documented  House  Histories 


construction  date 
• original  owners 
• builders 


lOOOOQOOol 

HISTORIC 

gHOMESP 

3375824 


ALSO  - old  Census 
Reports  on  your  home 
-see  who  lived  there  then 


TUGGEY'S 

Hardware  for  the  handyperson 
Denny  Giovannoli 


OpenM-F  8:30-6:00 
Sat  9-5 
Sun  11-3 


Carol  Bee 
SSO- 1302  ext.  219 


Peter  Branmgan 

SSO- 1302  ext  20S 


BJ  Droubi 
SSO- 1 302  ext  232 


1 

Bela  Breilau 
SSO- 1 302  ext.  220 


Patricia  Carapiet 
SSO  ! 302  ext.  212 


It’s  in  a Book 


Construction 
planting  design 
decks 
stonework 
water  features 
lighting 
irrigation 
maintenance 
consultation 


Regtnr  1 Award, 

SSO  1302  ext.  216 


Myre / Glieh 
SSO- 1302  ext.  222  ij 


Take  a Look, 


SchweD 

■ CONSTRUCTION- 


"A  Noe  Valley  Builder' 

(415)  285-2160 

Alex  Schwed 

General  Contractor 

State  Lie.  No.  579875 


415  642  5800 


Let  us  consult  on  your 
garden  project. 


Barbara  Gulhon 
SSO- 1 302  ext  211 
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Kobliska  Construction 

LIC  459114 

■ 20  Years  Experience 

■ Foundations 

■ Decks  & Stairs 

• Kitchens  & Baths 

■ Room  Additions 

■ Small  Jobs,  Too! 

(415)  648-3020 


1HS 


mm 


Illustration  by  Florence  Holub 


4 


WaJ 


Victorian 
Garden 

Bed  &>  Breakfast  • Noe  Valley 

26th  St  reet  (between  Sancbez  & Noe) 
Suite  with  kitchen — 
Private  entrance  and  bathroom 

415206-0202 


Linda  G.  Rose,  lcsw 

PSYCHOTHERAPY 

moving  toward*  emotional,  physical, 
mental,  and  spiritual  well  being 
GfcJ 

41  5-643-3996 

SAN  FRANCISCO  • NOE  VALLEY  OFFICE 
BCD,  ADTR  LCS  15026 


ROBERT’S 
QUALITY 
PAINTING 

Interior  • Exterior 

Serving  iVoc  Va  Hey  since  1Q85 

"NO  JOB  TOO  SMALL” 

Lie  #526359  553-3838 


■ 


Once  and  Future  Victorian.  Shingles  of  a more  recent  vintage  than  the  rest  of  the  building 
shield  the  face  of  this  Stick-style  set  of  flats  on  Noe  near  24th  Street  Photo  by  Charles  Kennard 


^Chinese  Medicine  Works4 


Acupuncture  Clinic  & 

Chinese  Herbal  Pharmacy 

1201  Noe  Street  (at  25th)  • 415  285.0931 

Convenient  concentrated  liquid  extracts,  tablets, 
teas,  bulk  herbs,  nutritional  supplements 
Acupuncture  by  appointment 
Ancient  Remedies  for  Modern  Ailments 


BURRITOS  • TACOS  • ENCHILADAS 


cc 


ca 


VA  cas°A* 


COO 


o 


TAQUERIA 

Serving 

Fresh  • Fast  • Fantastic 

MEXICAN  FOOD 

In  the  Heart  of 

NOE  VALLEY 


Open  Everyday  1 1 am  - 10  pm 
3917  24th  Street  at  Sanchez  • 648-0477 


C/5 


MV3IS  • V3S3M3  VQ9V  • SNV38  N3V38 


Dolores  Park  Chiropractic  & Homeopathy 

are  happy  to  announce  the  opening*  of  our  practice  at 

368Q  18th  Street,  near  Dolores  Park. 


We  offer  traditional  chiropractic  and  classical  homeopathy 
to  individuals  and  families,  and  cater  to  all  people, 
including  low-income  and  uinsured. 


Please  call  Dr.  Ellen  Murland,  Chiropractor 
at  626-7515,  Lyn  Farruyia  and  Rickard  Pitt, 
Classical  Homeopaths,  at  565_0979 


DON'T  60  ON  A DIET! 

Control  Your  Weight  PERMANENTLY  by 
Resolving  the  Underlying  Emotional  Issues 

Michael  C.  Pollack,  Ph.D.,  CCHT 

Certified  Clinical  Hypnotherapist/NLP  Practitioner 

(415)  759-8630 

Affordable  fees  Initial  consultation  FHEE 


YOU  GOTTA  SMOG  IT! 

So  Smog  it  Here  and  SAVE  MONEY! 

WE 

SAVE  _ .... 

SMOG^ 
CHECK 

$27.50  Certificate  V 

DAN’S  SMOG  & AUTO  SERVICE 
3865-24th  St.  282-1552 


$Jfi95 

I Plus  $7  Certificate 


Reg. 


CUP 
THIS  OR 
PAY  MORE 
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Claire  C.  Pilcher 

Attorney  at  Law 


Neighborhood 

Negotiations 

Land  Use 

Development 

City  Planning 


Permits  and  Appeals 

Variances 

Conditional  Uses 
& General  Practice 
of  Law 


in  Noe  Valley  (415)  821-1186 


HERTH 


REAL  ESTATE 

you  home! 


Largest  Selection  of  Film  Titles  in  Noe  Valley 


■ Laser  Discs 

■ Fitness  Tapes 

• Movie  Sales  and 
Rentals 
Foreign  Films 
Blank  Tapes 


Movies  for  Kids 
Nintendo  & 
Sega-Genesis 
Games  for  Rent 
Music  Videos 
Headcleaners 


555  CASTRO  ST. 


861-5200 


Also  VCR  Rentals  at  Low  Prices 

24-hour  Movie  Drop 


F0  Documentary  Headquarters 


Largest  Selection  of  Classic  Films  in  the  Area 

LARGE  JACKIE  CHAN  & 

JAMES  BOND  SELECTION 

SEE  HITS  IN  AUGUST  LIKE: 

★ City  Hall  ★ Othello  ★ Diabolique  ★ 

★ Mary  Reilly  ★ Two  Much  ★ 

★ Faithful  ★ White  Squall  ★ Barb  Wire  ★ 

Open  10:00  - 10:00  pm  Monday  - Thursday 
10:00  - 11 :00  pm  Friday  - Saturday 
Noon  - 9:00  pm  Sunday 

Now  Rent  5 

1201  Church  st  non -new  movies 

(AT  24TH  STREET)  fa  $ pjnfjfg  fa 

648-0300  only  $51 


c 


\ 


£ 


o 


1) 


() 


♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

under  new  ownership 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

committed  to  serving 
Noe  Valley  with  the 
finest  in  fresh  and 
packaged  gourmet  foods 


Try  our  new  lunch 
boxes  for  your  next 
outing  or  busy  day: 

Your  choice  of  a gourmet 
half  sandwich , salad, 
and  treat,  $5.50 

Children's  lunch  boxes 
are  available,  too 

Phone  in  your  order 
ahead  of  time  at: 

415/550-7982 

or  stop  by  for  a taste! 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

3977-  24tfi  Street 

across  from  Bed  Marfort 


AAV\ 

SHOP 
SOFTLY 
AND 
CARRY  A 

BIC  STICK 

at 

G LofMl 

E xc\tAH  ££ 


A unique,  not-for-profit, 
non-exploitative,  alternative 
for  Third  World  artisans  to 
sell  their  work  directly  to  you! 


DRUMS  • RATTLES 
BELLS  • FLUTES 
WHISTLES 


San  Francisco 
3900  24th  St.  © Sanchez 
Berkeley 

2840  College  Ave.  © Russell 
Mill  Valley 
1 67  Throckmorton 

VvW 


Tall,  Dark,  and  Well-Read 


The  Moon’s  Light  breaks  through  the  clouds  for  a moment,  mirroring  a Valley  Street 
night  owl’s  front  room  incandescence.  Photo  by  Najib  joe  Hahm 
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1 DAY  SERVICE 


^ CLEAN  VIDEO  HEADS 
CLEAN  TAPE  PATH 
^ LUBRICATE  AS  REQUIRED 
^ CHECK  BELTS  & ALIGNMENT 
AC  LEAKAGE  TEST 
^ BETA  OR  VHS 


*39® 


with  coupon 
expires  8/31/96 


1791  CHURCH  STREET  AT  30TH 

20  Years  Experience  in  Noe  Valley! 

WE  REPAIR 

TV’s  • VCR’s  • Stereo  Receivers 
CD  Players  • Tape  Decks  • Monitors 

FREE  ESTIMATES 

826-0732 


OPEN  MON-FRI 
10AM-6PM 
SATURDAY 
10AM-2  PM 
CLOSED  SUNDAY 


*10^ 

COLOR  TV  REPAIRS 

ALL  BRANDS 

Coupon  valid  tor  color  portable 
oarry-m  service  only 
with  coupon  • expires  8/31/96 


ATM 


STREETLIGHT 


J9?4  24TH  ST 
SF  CA 94114 

1415)  202  1550 


2350  MARKET  ST 
SF  CA 94114 
14151  282  8000 


980  50  BASCOM 
SAN  JOSE  CA  95128 
(4081  292  1404 


COMPLETE 

LOCKSMITH  SERVICES 
Shop  Hours: 

9:30  am-6:00  p.m. 
Monday-Friday 

1 585  Church  Street  (at  28th  St.) 
San  Francisco,  CA  94131 

415  285-0134 

CONTRACTORS  LICENSE  # 554 HO 


s&s 


w 


1298  Church  Street 
San  Francisco,  CA  94114 
642-1556 
or  282-8445 

9 am-6  pm 
Monday- Saturday 

Closed  Sunday 

Come  see 

Jerry,  Stephanie  & Mike 


VALLEY 

CYCLERY 

4193  24th  Street 
647-0886 


Tues  - Sat.  11-6 
Sun.  11-5 


I 

t 


You  Could  Look  It  Up 


joints  re 
\n  CYtoetSpa 


Get  Recycling  and 
Waste  Prevention 
Information  at: 


Irrigation  & Outdoor  Lighting  Warehouse 

The  Urban  Farmer  Store 

• Laum  Sprinklers  & Drip  Irrigation 

• Free  Classes  and  Design  Help 

• Low-Voltage  Outdoor  Lighting  Fixtures 

• Installation  & Service  (Lic.#684235) 

• Ponds,  Pumps  & Fountains 

(415)  661-2204 

2833  Vicente  Street  (Corner  40th  Ave.)  • San  Francisco,  CA  94116 
Monday  - Friday:  7:30  am  - 6 pm,  Saturday:  9:30  am  - 5 pm 


http  ://www.sfrecy  cle.org 


Or  Call  Our 
New  Recycling 
Hotline  at 

554-6193 


San  Franasco 

RECYCLING 


Receive  free  training  and  a 
free  $100  compost  bin. 


Conducted  by  the  San  Francisco  League  of 
Urban  Gardeners.  Sponsored  by  the  San  Fran- 
cisco Recycling  Program. 

Call  285-7584  for  more  information.  Due August  23rd 


Learn  To 
Teach 
Composting 


11th 

Anniversary 

Sale 


20% 

off 


On  Custom 

Framing 

^ Sale  Ends 
Aug.  31,1996 


Diego  Rivera 

La  Vendedora  De  Alcatraces 


934  Valencia  Street  @ 20th  • San  Francisco  (415)  826-2321 
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And  Everyone  Read  Happily  Ever  After 


JOHN  J.  LEAL 

CONSTRUCTION  CO. 

LICENSE  #678619 

Seismic  Upgrades 
Foundations 
Retaining  Walls 
Dry  rot  Repairs 
Fire  Damage  • Inspections 
Additions  • Bathrooms 
Kitchens 

New  Construction 
Concrete  • Decks  & Fences 


® (415)  991-3890 


I'ioe's  Nest 


The  Essence  of  San  Francisco 
at  its  Very  Best 

A HOME  AWAY  FROM  HOME 

Quiet  Elegance:  Hot  Tub;  Steam  Room; 

Views;  Decks;  TV  & VCR. 
Comfort  & Complimentary  Breakfast. 
Children  & Parents  Warmly  Welcome 
Noe's  Nest — Truly  a San  Francisco 
Experience. 

Call  415-821-0751 


RESTAURANT 

HUNAN  AND  MANDARIN  STYLE 

Open  for  Lunch  and  Dinner  ? Sen/ing  a Full-range  Chinese  Menu 
Take-out  Available  F We  use  no  MSG 

Lunch  entrees  from  $3.95  served  with  soup  and  rice 


Open  for  Lunch 
Serving  Dinner 


Monday  - Saturday  11-3 

Monday  - Thursday  11-9:15 
Friday  - Saturday  11-10 
Sunday  12:30-9:15 


1500  Church  Street  (at  27th)  r 282-0919 


Fine  Coffees 
Teas  • Desserts 

Open  7 Days 
M-F  6: 30am -7: 30pm 
Sat.  7am-6:30pm 
Sun.  8am-6pm 

415  337  9660 


2885  Diamond  j 
Street,  SF.  94131 

Near  Glen 
Park  BART 


TECHNOCRACY 

LECTURE 

Do  you  want  to  hear  a 
unique  way  of  solving 
destructive,  wasteful, 
dangerous  greedy  societal 
habits?  Hear  Ron  Miller, 
Portland,  Oregon,  give  a 
Technocracy  perspective. 

S.  F.  Main  Public  Library 
Sun.,  Aug.  4th,  2pm 

and 

S.F.  State  University 
Wed.  Aug.  7th,  7:30  pm 
Diag  Bldg.  • 771-9994 


pREFLy 

V restaurant/ 


4288  24th  St.  at  Douglass,  San  Francisco  • (415)  821-7652 
* open  7 days  a week 
Home  cooking  with  no  ethnic  boundaries 
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NOE  VALLEY 
ELECTROLOGY 


Private  Garden  Setting 
Women  & Men: 

• Free  Confidential  Consultation 

• Careful  S creening 

• Newest  Equipment 

• Latest  Sterilization  Techniques 

• Doctor  Referral 
Conveniently 

Located 
Off  24th  Street 

Hours  by  Appointment 

282-7099 

Improve  Confidence 
and  Self-Esteem  — 

Come  to  the  Garden  . . . 


$C00  YOUR  FIRST  VISIT 

^9  OFF  (WITH  THIS  COUPON) 


£>liiatsu/Swedish  • Deep  Tissue 
Call  for  an  appointment  today 


August  Moon  Massage  At  Isa’s  3836  24th  St. 
Jana  Hutcheson  & 626  Cortland  Ave. 

Certified  Massage  Therapist  (415)  647*7517 


Isn't  it  time  to  Get  Your  Life  in  Order?!? 


Durable  Powers  of  Attorney  for  Health  Care/Property 
• Wills  • Trusts 

• Estate  Planning  for  Long  Term  Care  • Medi-Cal 
Consultations,  Home  and  Office  Appointments 
Helene  V.  Wenzel,  Attorney  at  Law  • 415-821-220 7 


Art  in  Eyewea 


by  LAWRENCE  EYEWEAR 

Newest  line  of  fashion  eyewear 
now  available  at  Vasquez  Optical . . . 

Where  Fashion 

meets  Function 


Noe  Valley  and  the 
Mission's  Largest  Optical 
and  Hearing  Center 

Where  quality  is  your  best  value 

Monday-Friday  9:30-6:00 
Saturday  9:30-4:00 

New  location: 

2480  Mission  Street  (at  21st  St.) 
San  Francisco,  CA  94110 
(415)  824-6865 

Free  validated  parking  at  Bartlett  Street 
Garage,  comer  21st  and  Bartlett 


OPTICAL 

AND 

hearing 


NOE  VALLEY-MISSION 


General  Dentistry 

jor  Adults  and  Children 

Cosmetic  Dentistry 
Evening  and  Saturday  Appointments 
Insurance  Plans  Welcomed 


Sylvia  Jimenez,  d.d.s.  Cynthia  Tong,  d.d.s.  Steven  Czekala,  d.d.s. 

4162  24th  Street  647-6000 


Safe  and  Affordable 

Private  Daily 
Counseling 

Optional  Delirious 
Fresh  Foods 

No  Membership  Fee 
for  Food  Purchase 

Quality  Service 
Since  1978 


Gourmet  Diet 
Foods 

Fresh  Salads 
Pita  Pizzas 
Happy  Muffins 
Cloud  Mousse 
French  Onion  Soup 
Delicious  Cakes 
Fudge  Brownies 


he  Healthy  Approach  to  Weight  Loss 


FREE  MEMBERSHIP 

Regular  Value  $49 

OFFER  EXPIRES  8/31/96 


1300  SANCHEZ  641-4489 
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The  Colors  of  the  Day  were  those  of  the  many  rainbow  flags  like  this  one  on  Noe  near  24th  Street  during  Gay  Pride  Month  in  June. 

Photo  by  Beverly  Tharp 


A picture  is  worth 
One  thousand  words 
Or 

A twenty  percent 
Discount. 

Identify;  color; 
bring  it  in  . . . 


• • 


• • 

L -N  (S 


R u 


We  have  it  all 
And  we  deliver. 

Indigo  V. 


1352  Castro 


647-2116 


U/tir  DID  THE  CHICKEN 
CR055  THE  ROAD 
TO  GET  THE. 
flOE  VALLET  VOICE  ? 


mtmti 


CALL  bll-tfZ/t 


s WAMP 


QAfe 


Louisiana  and 
Gulf  Coast  Cuisine 

| 1686  Market  Street  • San  Francisco 

864-3700 

Lunch  Tuesday  - Friday  11-2:30 
Dinner  Tuesday  - Thursday  5:30-10:00 
Friday  & Saturday  3:30-1 1:00 


Estate  Jewelry , Watched,  Fine  Art 
Antiques  e3  Collectibles 


3870  24th  Street 
415.648.3307 
pager:  415.809.6300 


We  Buy 
High  Grade 
Watches  & Jewelry 


Fine  Watch  e3  Jewelry  Repair 
Engraving,  Watch  Batteries  e3  Bands 


COMMUNICATE 

your  needs  to  your  neighbors. 

ADVERTISE  m the  Noe  Valley  Voice. 


CALL  STEVE:  239-1114 


DISPLAY  ADS  ONLY 


Glen  Canyon  Animal  Hospital 

A Unique  Focus  on  Preventative  Health  Care  for  Dogs  and  Cats 

Dentistry:  Root  Canal,  Filling,  Periodontal  Procedures 
& Jaw  Fractures 

Nutrition:  Specialty  Diets,  Allergies,  Obesity  & 
Urological 

Flea  Control:  Advanced  Insect  Growth  Regulators, 

Flea  Products 

Chronic  Disease  Management:  Heart  Disease  & 
Immunodeficiency 

In  Office  Testing:  General  Blood  Screening,  Diabetic 
Monitoring,  Feline  Leukemia  Virus,  Feline  Immuno- 
deficiency Virus,  Heartworm  Antigen  and  Parvovirus 


Ltrtilrmn  ••  Small  <«i mal  C an 


WE  PROVIDE  PERSONAL  PET  CARE! 


FREE  CONVENIENT  PARKING 

Located  in  the  Diamond  Heights 
Shopping  Center  behind  Thrifty  Jr. 


Richard  C.  Spickard,  DVM 
W.  Chris  Hummel,  DVM 

920*6980 


RETAIL  • WHOLESALE 


Featuring  hand-made 
Breads 
Pastries 
Cakes 
Cookies 
Wedding  Cakes 
Holiday  Specialties 


4073  24th  Street 
San  Francisco,  CA  94114 
TEL  (415)  550-1405 
FAX  (415)  550-1485 
open  weekdays  7-7 
weekends  8-6 
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5 Classes  lor  $15 

(new  students  only) 

Edison  School,  22nd  & Dolores 
6pm,  Tu/Th  5:30  & 6:45pm,  W 6:30  pm,  Sat  9 & 10:15am 

For  more  info  call  415  675-0409  or  1-800  FIT  IS  IT 


Now  serving  Mediterranean  wraps  - 
Athens  Grecian  Delight,  Jerusalem 
Chicken,  Turkish  Treat,  & many  more 

Serving  Breakfast  9-2  every  day 

—r  . y.  Featuring  American  & 

' / Middle  Eastern  Foods 

24th  Street  Cafe 

3853  24th  Street  (at  Vicksburg)  • 282-1213 

OPEN  9AM -9 PM  DAILY 


Noe  Valley's  Favorite  Japanese  Restaurant  - Since  1975 
OLDEST  SUSHI  BAR  IN  SAN  FRANCISCO 


Wordsmiths  Welcome  Here 


Matsuya 


Serving  Sushi,  Teriyaki,  Donburi  Casserole,  Japanese  Beer  & Wine 


CHEF'S  CHOICE  OF  SUSHI 


Open  4-1 1 Monday-Saturday 
3856  24th  Street  (between  Sanchez  and  Vicksburg)  282-7989  ® 


When  words  aren't 
enough... 

Send  an 


expressive 
arrangement 

Express  your  ^ ^ 

feelings  with 
flowers 


824-3233  • 4080  24TH  STREET  (BETWEEN  CASTRO  & NOE) 
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Architecture  & Planning 

• Remodeling,  additions,  and  new  buildings 


Local  practitioner;  neighborhood  specific 
design 

Variance  applications,  Planning  approvals 
and  Building  Permits 

Free  initial  consultation:  What  do  you 
have  in  mind? 


Stephen  P Johnston , AIA 

249  Fair  Oaks  Street 
San  Francisco , CA.  94110 
(415)  282.6344 


Michael  Freethy 

Realtor/Associate 


Coldwell  Banker 
“ Expect  the  Best 


COLDUieU. 

BANKGR 


JUST  LISTED: 

Beautiful  Eureka  Street  Victorian  flats 
"Perfect  for  Partners" 

2 huge  flats  with  large  undeveloped  attic  space, 
3+  car  parking,  beautiful  yard  and  lots  more. 

Call  me  for  more  details. 


Michael  Freethy  COLDUieU.  Lakeside  Office 

Voice  Mail:  415-979-4017  BANKER  415-664-8880 


• Local  resident 


• Years  of  proven 
results 


• Call  me  today  for  a 
free,  no-obligation 
market  consultation 
on  your  home 

• 24-hour  voice  mail: 

979-4017 

• Office: 

664-8880 


It's  7 a.m.  on  Chattanooga  Street  and  a rider's  conveyance  waits  in  the  shortening  shadows.  Oh.  moped  of  the  morning,  will  you  please  bring  them  swiftly  to  their  chosen  destination 
Photo  by  Beverly  Tharf 


3957  24th  st 


photo  work 
art  & office  supply 
b&w  and  color  copying 
faxing 


285-1387 
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Let  Bylines  Be  Bylines 

If  you  have  written  an  opinion  piece,  a 
fond  remembrance,  or  a profile  of  a neigh- 
borhood character,  maybe  it’s  time  you 
had  it  published  in  the  Voice  We  welcome 
submissions  of  first-person  reflections, 
particularly  those  relating  to  Noe  Valley 
people,  pastimes,  politics,  or  pets.  Please 
mail  your  manuscript  (which  should  be 
typed,  double-spaced,  and  fewer  than 
1 ,000  words)  to  the  Noe  Valley  Voice, 
1021  Sanchez  St..  San  Francisco,  CA 
94114.  We’d  appreciate  it  if  you'd  include 
a phone  number.  Thanks.  □ 


VA LL£y 

A <* PIZZA®)  . 

%FAUR^ 


Delivery  & Pickup  647-1664  • 

3898  24th  Street  (at  Sanchez)  San  Francisco 


One  OH  he  Hardest  Tests  You  Take 
Wbn’t  Be  In  The  Classroom 

* 0 

American  Heart 
Association 


Which  would  you  choose? 

A menthol  C none  of  the  above 
B extra  long 

The  answer  is  C To  learn  more  about  the 

dangers  of  smoking,  call  1 -800-AHA-USA1  

You  can  he'P  prevent  heart  disease  and  stroke.  We  can  tell  you  how 

Th,s  space  provided  as  a public  service  Pi 994  American  Heart  Assoc.al.on 


Reading,  Writing,  and  Coffee  Drinking 


Markets 

OFFERS 
• HARRIS  RANCH 
U.S.D.A.  CHOICE  GRAIN  FED  BEEF 
FOSTER  FARMS  POULTRY 

Foster 
Farms. 


5% 

Senior 

Citizen 

Discount 

Every 

Tuesday 


Now  under  new  ownership 


El 


T 


COME  IN  AND  MEET 
BELL  MARKET 
STORE  MANAGER 
GARY  GROSSETTI 


YOUR  BELL  MARKET 
IS  CONVENIENTLY 
LOCATED  AT: 
3950  24th  Street 
STORE  HOURS 
6 am -12  am  Daily 


a 


Jk 

Ml 


E 


Noe  Valley  Tien  Fu 

BAR  & RESTAURANT 


Delicious  Chinese  Specialties 
Open  for  Lunch  and  Dinner  Daily 

Take  Out  &.  Free  Delivery  Available 

OPEN  DAILY,  1 1 AM-1 1 PM 
3945  24th  Street  282-9502  • 282-6688 
Across  from  Bell  Market 

=3 


D 


o iThe 

Scarlet  Sage 

We  carry... 

A full  line  of  tinctures 

Herb  Co. 

Homeopathic  remedies 

organic  & wildcrafted  herbs 

Aromatherapy 
Vitamin  supplements 

Open  Every  Day 

Books 

(415)  821-0997 

Flower  Essences 

3412  22ND  Street  (at  duerrero),  San  Francisco,  CA  941 10 

Body  Care  Products 

Cindy  Piva  6^8-5161 

The  specialist  in  healthy  hands  and  feet. 

Come  in  and  enjoy  a relaxing,  soothing  and 
healing  manicure  or  pedicure.  Consultations 
on  hand  and  foot  care  are  complementary. 

1401  Castro  Street  (at  Jersey) 

in  Mylenes  Full  Service  Salon 


l 


V •***»*• 


Calendar  Is 
Coining  Back 
In  September 

Fresh  from  a few  weeks  in  Chicago 
(where  it  was  actually  cooler),  the  Cal- 
endar crew  is  ready  to  help  you  feature 
your  nearby  Noe  Valley  events  in  the 
centerspread  of  our  September  issue. 
Just  get  your  items  in  the  mail  by  Aug. 
15.  And  if  you’ve  got  a good  photo 
print,  send  that  also  to  the  Noe  Valley 
Voice  Calendar,  1021  Sanchez  St.,  San 
Francisco,  CA  94114. 

If  you  have  questions,  or  last-minute 
changes,  please  call  Calendar  Editor 
Karol  Barske  at  285-6347. 

Note  that  space  is  limited,  and  Noe 
Valley  items  take  priority.  Those  that 
make  the  cut  will  be  on  the  streets  start- 
ing Wednesday,  Aug.  28.  Thank  you. 


"B'G  SMUGS'  OFF  SJEMCSTAW  PI2ICEF  " 


PAPON  6P,  Do 
v/OU  HAVE 

seif'esreen 

l S SUES'” 


w 

m 


I 0>g 


See  GiantVision  on  our  Large  8x10  Screen 

The  Only  Pub  on  Dolores  Street 

O'Greenberg's 
, Pub 


1600  Dolores  St.  (at  the  corner  of  29th  and  Dolores)  550-9192 


It  Was  a Dark  and  Foggy  Night 


v\ii’rC  5 N°e  Valley’s  Original  Cafe 

**  Herb’s  Fine  Foods 

Specializing  in  Breakfast  anil  Lunch 

3991  24th  Street  (at  Noe)  • 826-8937  or  550-9211 

Open  Monday-Friday  6:30  am-3:00  pm 
Saturday  & Sunday  7 am-4pm 

SINCE  1943 

It's  Herb’s  for  the  best  in  Noe  Valley  dining! 


San  Francisco 
Auto  Repair  Center 

611  FLORIDA  STREET  (Near  18th  St)  • S.F.,  CA  94110 

285-8588 


Rudy  Paul  Jewelers 

FINE  JEWELRY  AND  WATCHES 
Full  Service  Repair  Department  • 37  Years  Experience 
IN  THE  NOE  VALLEY  MALL 

3915C  24th  STREET  415  641-4720 


HUNGRY  JOE’S 

FOOD  TO  GO 

BREAKFAST  SERVED  ALL  DAY! 

0|,,  "jaasaa  B8n,'llc,'  e#”  Bi,cta,°n*  * *•»* 

Our  tpidil  during  weekday*-2  oggt  t homemade  tries  $2.15 

Try  our  Fruit  Pancakes  and  Waffles  • Omelettes  are  our  Specialty 
1748  Church  Street  (at  Day)  282-7333 
_Mon.-Fri.  6:30-2:00  p.m.  Sat.  7:30-2:00  p m.  Sun  8:00  a.m.-2:00  p m 


FOREIGN  AND  DOMESTIC  AUTO  REPAIRS 
OFFICIAL  CALIFORNIA  SMOG  STATION 

♦ Free  Shuttle  Service  to  & from  BART,  Downtown  & Nearby 

Neighborhoods  ♦ Basic  Auto  Repair  Classes 
♦ “Do-it- Yourself”  Membership  Available 
♦ Men  & Women  Mechanics 
♦ Dependable,  Guaranteed  Work— Honest  Prices 

* Check  Engine  Light/Computer  Diagnostics/Driveability  Problems 
’ Emission  Systems/Smog  Test  Failure  Diagnosis  & Repair 

• Tune  Up/Lube  Service/Regular  Maintenance 

• Cooling  Systems/Brakes/Clutches/General  Repairs 
Air  Conditioning/Heaters  • Timing  Belts 
Electrical  Problems/Rewiring/Short  Circuits 
Windows/Doors/Vandalism  Repairs  • Four-Wheel  Drive  Service 
Struts/Shocks/Suspension/Steering  • CV  Joint  & Axle  Service 
Engine  & Transmission  Rebuilding  & Replacement 

Used  Car  Prepurchase  Diagnostic  Inspection  Service 


OPEN  7 DAYS  A WEEK 


$10 

Mf  OFF 
SMOG 
INSPECTION 


FREE 
BRAKE 


& 

SAFETY 
INSPECTION 

($25  VALUE) 
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the  owner  of 


Noe  Valley  Services 


DIRT  CHEAP 
PLANE  TICKETS 

824-2550 

Book  Charters  to  Europe  Now 


>A  dirt  cheap  travel 
3850  23rd  St. 


Leave  It  To  Nacho 

Cleaning  & Hauling 


Garage.  Basement  & Yards 
Construction  Site  Clean-ups 


Free  Estimates— Reasonable  Rates 

* 415  589-1425 


Free  Estimate 


PAINT  FOR  LE$$ 


Interiors  and  Plaster  Repair 
Thorough  Prep  • Quality  Work 
Fast  • Neat  • Honest  • Reliable 
Low  Rates  • Excellent  References 

(415)  206*0646 


E A ELECTRIC 

CA  LIC.  #593027 

Free  Estimates 
Prices  given  on  the  spot! 
Low  Rates 

415.585.0432 

PAGER:  415.  896.7256 


ROGER  R.  RUBIN 

Attorney  and  Counselor  at  Law 

(415)  441  1112 

Law  Chambers 
1155  Pine  Street 
San  Francisco  94109 


Quit  Smoking  in  One  session 

Jonathan  D.  Gray  • Hypnosis 
San  Francisco  • (415)  563-2333 

Addictions  • Stress  Reduction 
Pain  Control  • Weight  Control 
Phobias  • Optimum  Performance 


Some  services  advertised 
in  the  Noe  Valley  Voice  may 
be  performed  by  individuals 
and  companies  not  licensed 
by  the  State  of  California. 
The  Voice  is  not  responsible 
for  the  services  of  these 
individuals  and  companies. 


I 


i 


ifm 


{ 


VICTORIANS  . HOUSECALLS  . CUSTOM 
RETROFITTING  . REPAIRS  • WALLS 
DOORS  • WINDOWS  • FLOORS  . SHEET- 
ROCK  & PLASTER  • PAINT . ELECTRICAL 
PLUMBING  • TILING  • SOUNDPROOF 
ACOUSTIC  PARTITIONS 


BY  OLIVIER 


826-8766 


HAIR  CARE 
Harriett  & Sydney 
12  years  in  Noe  Valley 
1 233  Castro  at  24th  826  - 0222 


ORTHOPEDIC  MASSAGE 


o 


JACK  EIMAN,  cmt 
695-7808 

NOE  VALLEY  LOCATION 
Highly  effective  for 
%.  w stiff  neck  and  shoul- 
■ ders,  back  pain,  sport- 
ing injuries,  computer  stress,  etc. 

Please  call  for  detailed  info. 


Lyons  Construction 


■ Foundations/Retaining  Walls 
1 Termite  & Dry  Rot  Repairs 
1 Seismic  Upgrading 
1 New  Construction 
Additions 
Decks  & Fences 
Bath  & Kitchen  Renovations 


T 


Con  Lyons 

(415)  753-8324 


CA  license  #566803 

Pager  741-5352 


WALLPAPERING 

Professional 
Paperhanging 
& Wallcovering  Removal 

VICTOR  282*3879 

FREE  ESTIMATES 
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Display  Advertising 
SERVICES 

The  Noe  Valley  Voice  is 
unique  in  newspaper 
advertising. 

Since  1977  we've  been  offering 
space  next  to  Noe  Valley  news, 
features,  and  columns  that 
get  read  from  first  page  to  last. 
If  you  haven't  tried  to  advertise 
with  the  Voice  lately, 
it's  time  to  check  it  out. 

Though  camera-ready  art  prepared 
to  our  column  sizes  is  the 
best  bargain,  we  can  build  your  ad 
using  the  highest-quality  design, 
typesetting,  and  graphics,  to  get  it 
noticed  and  read,  for  prices  that 
are  quite  competitive. 

Quick,  friendly  service  from  our 
ads  staff  will  get  you  started,  even 
if  you've  never  advertised  in  print 
before.  Illustration,  photography, 
and  design  can  also  be  arranged 
to  add  the  final  touches  to  your 
presentation  in  these  pages. 

To  get  started,  call  Steve  at 

239-1114 


and  if  you'd  like  to  be  featured  in 
our  new  section,  the 
Glen  Park  pages,  call  Jane  at 

550-1991. 


First  Holy  Communion  is  a serious  business  to  these  youngsters  preparing  to  enter  St.  Pauls  on  Church  Street  last 


spring. 


Photo  by  Najib  Joe  Hakim 


Noe  Valley  Services 


Class  Ads— You’ll  See 
Them  in  September 

The  September  1 996  issue  of  the  Noe 
Valley  Voice  will  see  a return  of  Class 
Ads,  our  least  expensive  and  most  popu- 
lar form  of  advertising,  at  25«  a word. 

The  procedure  is  simple:  Just  type  or 
print  the  text  of  your  ad.  multiply  the 
number  of  words  by  25<t  (we  trust  you), 
enclose  a check  or  money  order  for  the 
full  amount,  and  mail  it  to  us  by  the  15th 
of  the  month  preceding  the  month  in 
which  you’d  like  the  ad  to  appear.  Please 
let  us  know  whether  your  ad  is  a renew- 
al from  a previous  issue.  But  be  sure  to 
give  us  the  full  ad  copy,  in  any  case. 

Reward  for  Loyalty:  The  Voice  prints 
a news  edition  10  months  a year,  distrib- 
uted on  or  before  the  first  day  of  the 
month.  (Our  August  Literary  Issue  does 
not  contain  Class  Ads.)  There  is  no  Jan- 
uary issue,  because  December  is  our  va- 
cation month. 

If  you  decide  to  place  the  same  class 
ad  in  10  issues — a year's  worth — you 
are  entitled  to  a 10  percent  discount. 
When  figuring  your  cost,  deduct  10  per- 
cent from  the  total  due  for  10  issues. 

The  next  Voice  will  be  the  September 
1996  issue,  to  be  delivered  to  Down- 
town Noe  Valley  on  Wednesday.  Aug.  28. 
To  place  a Class  Ad,  mail  your  ad  copy 
and  a check,  payable  to  the  Noe  Valiev 
Voice,  so  that  we  receive  it  by  Aug.  15. 

The  address  is  Noe  Valley  Voice 
Class  Ads.  1021  Sanchez  St.,  San 
Francisco,  CA  94114.  Sorry,  but  we  are 
unable  to  accept  phone  orders. 

Class  advertisers  should  keep  in  mind 
that  only  the  First  few  words  of  the  ad  (not 
to  exceed  one  line  of  type)  will  be  set  in 
boldface  type.  Also,  receipts  and  tear 
sheets  will  be  provided  only  if  your  or- 
der is  accompanied  by  a self-addressed, 
stamped  envelope.  Thank  you. 


S4t4dn6H#U4U-'?'tiCHdl<f 

HARD  & SOFTWOOD  FLOORS 

Install  • Repair  • Refinish  • Stain 
Recoat 

YoavZadok  Phone  415-487-0992 
Ljoense#  715919  Pager  510-840-5057 


rtmi5S.siwum.  nrcc 


Psychotherapy 
Adults  and  Children 
Couples  and  Families 


Self-esteem 
Relationships 
Depression 
Anxiety 
Play  Therapy 


Communication 
Childhood  Abuse 
Trauma  & Loss 
Job  Stress 
Sexual  Assault 


285-4724 


TIBETAN 


Tse  Chen  Ling  Center 

$ 

rff-Jl'T  •Meditation 

— • * 7*>cW"*s 

f lK~  San  Franclsci 


Francisco 
(415)  339-8002 


BUDDHISM 

Love  • Compassion  • Joy  • Equanimity 


tool’s 

Banliny 

• Yard  & Qarage  Cleanup 
• Dump  Runs 

• Honest  & very  responsible 


(415)  282-2023 
Pager:  202-6572 


ALL  WOMEN  CREW 

THE  PAINTING 
MACHINE 

Fine  Painting 
Interior/Exterior  • Since  1980 
Meticulous  • Neat  • Reliable  • Affordable 
'With  a female  seme  of  detail  and  cooperation" 
Local  References  • Free  Estimates 
(415)  641  9121  Martina  & Victoria 


H^Donnell 

Weaver 

ATTORNEYS  AT  LAW 

409 1 24th  Street 
NOE  VALLEY 
(415)  641-0700 


progressive, 
cost-sensitive 
design  for  interior 
and  exterior  reno  - 
vation,  addition 
and  restoration; 
small-scale 
residential  projects, 
welcomed. 


chuck  anthony 
architectural  design 

415  863*8426 


tke  rape  utic 
integrated 
m a s s a 9 e 

Swedish  • shiatsu  • polarity 
deep  tissue  • trigger  point 

5 yea>*s  expedience 
women  only  - $35/l\our 

jenny  Iian0  UerruzU.,  cmt 

415-487-7607 


Bodywork 


Swedish 

massage 

shiatsu 

$35  - 1 hour 


Silvie  Sareil,  CMT/CST 

415.647.7003 


ROOMMATES 

NOW! 


Matched  to  Your  Criteria  by  Ptiorse  94  hrs 

Effective  • Confidential  • Straight  & Gay 

"It  was  wildly  successful!"  — M K 

(415)  626-7056 

free  *4-Hr  Recorded  Information 


LIST  YOUR  VACANCY  FREE! 


Qardens 

Design,  Renovation  and 
Gardening 
Sensitive  approach  to 
creating  atui  caring  for 
''you r special  retreat  space 
Environmentally 
appropriate  plantings  and 
organic  garden  methods 
lie  #65 1703 

Call  Michele  Schaal 

(415)  282-1612 


Bed  and  Breakfast 
in  Noe  Valley 

• Beautiful  Suite 

• Private  Entrance 

• Delicious  Fare 

• Victorian  Charm 

• Reasonable 
Rates 


(415)  648-8879 
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The  Last  Page 


One  Look  Back,  and  you  wonder  why  you’re  leaving  Noe  Valley.  There’ll  be  pruning  and  clearing  to  do  soon— in  the  fall  and  that  fenre  „ t 

was  always  work.  But  it’s  time  to  move  on— to  carve  another  door  and  step  through  a different  doorway  ' 31  men<*,n*  Times  wer®  good  here  and  there 

r Photo  by  Pamela  Gerard 
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GRAND  OPENING 


THE 


N-E-W 


Courtyard  Cafe 

1361  Church  Street  (at  Cfipper) 

UNDER  NEW  OWNERSHIP 
*********##*######## 
Serving  Breakfast,  Lunch,  Dinner 
*********########### 
Dine  on  our  oufdoor  patio 

Ask  about  private  parties  - birthdays , anniversaries , weddings  - 
in  our  sheltered  patio  or  private  room  - seating  up  to  45 
people.  Also  a great  place  for  office  meetings. 


!he  * Homemade  pancakes , fritattas, 
mormngr  & make-your-own  omelettes 

for  funch  * ^a/acis,  sandwiches , soups , 
homemade  breads 


AUGUST  SPECTAL 

Buy  1 entree  - breakfast , lunch  or  dinner  - & 
receive  a 2nd  entree  of  equal  or  lesser  value  FREE! 


for  dinner  * Pastas,  fish,  chicken,  vegetarian 
dishes,  authentic  Spanish  paella 


Open  8:30  am  - 10  pm,  Monday  —Saturday 
8:30  am  - 4:30  pm  Sundays 

******  NoeVaffey's  best  kepf  secref  *****  641-0678  ****** 


